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PREFACE. 




T is usual for an author, in making liis debut in 
^"^ the Eepublic of Letters, to herald his work 
with some prefatory remarks which may 
interest the reader. In following this im- 
memorial custom, the author of the volume now 
before the public, may in this instance be deemed 
egotistical in explaining his motives for presenting 
himself in the poetical character. In that case he 
must run the gauntlet of the critical few, and trust to their 
magnanimous indulgence. He has little else to say to them 
in vindication of that assumption ; preferring to address him- 
self to the general reader, and to those lovers of Nature who 
seek gratification in the poetical delineation of its sympathies) 
— in unison with the fraternal aspirations of humanity. The 
work he now offers to public favour, he is constrained to 
hazard on its own merits. If that is not sufficient to win 
its way to popular acceptance, nothing he can say will avail 
in influencing the verdict he is prepared to accept without 
solicitude or emotion. He is not very sanguine in anticipating 
an exemption from the common fate that invariably awaits 
the votary of song. Yet he is free to confess that the meed 
of appreciation will be duly esteemed as a recompense for his 
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mental labour, and an encouiagement to further efforts. He 
has no desire to be " mute " and " inglorious," nor allow the 
supercilious world to chill '^ the genial current of his soul." 
Intellectual gifts are entitled to recognition according to 
their intrinsic merits, independent of conventional affinity 
or favour. This is an age of exdusiveness, even in the 
province of letters when associated with the privileged 
coteries who dominate society. He, therefore, who belongs 
to the ubiquitous order outside of the Alumni^ must be sus- 
tained by the conscious possession of inherent power before 
he can confidently claim his proper place among the recog- 
nised lights of literature. To the pre-eminent attribute of 
the '^ divine afflatus," the author is modest enough to declare 
he has not the assurance to claim a distinction so inconsis- 
tent with his obscurity. This observation may seem ironical, 
but it is hoped the reader will not construe it in that 
sense. like many others who have appeared on the literary 
horizon, the author may plead in exculpation of his pro- 
miscuous advent, the want of those golden opportunities 
poets desire, but are seldom permitted to enjoy in the 
society of the Muse. It will not, therefore, be expected 
that the fitful vibrations of his lyre can be compared to 
the more elaborate productions of the lofty hierophants of 
song. Yet he trusts he is not altogether devoid of imagina- 
tion, poetic fervour, or literary merit in the effusions now 
presented with some diffidence to public scrutiny. Loving 
candour for its own sake, he has no hesitation in saying he 
believes the lucubrations which follow have sufficient charms 
of thought, feeling, and fancy, to insure some attention from 
the lovers of poesy. If they possess the power to touch the 
heart, or thrill a chord in unison with Mature, it will realise 
the object of his efforts to add another link which binds 
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humanity still closer in " kindred ties that stretch heyond 
the deep." Among the poems comprised in the present 
collection, some were composed in early life ; but in making 
this admission the author has no desire to snatch a retro- 
spective wreath to glimmer on a mature brow. They are 
inserted on the simple plea that they revive the cherished 
memories of youth, which all may readily allow is a meri- 
torious plea for a poet. In conclusion, the author hopes the 
'' Romance of Song," in its varied moods, may gratify the 
mental aspirations of those who seek in poetry the higher 
aims, the kindred sympathies, and ennobling triumphs of 
humanity. When these exalting influences inspire the soul, 
then, like the Pythoness of old, its auguries become divine. 

London, Septemher 1883. 
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ROMANCE OF SONG. 

H for a sptark of sublimated fire ! 

To wing my soul to Delphi's sacred height, 
And wako the glorj of Apollo's lyre. 
Amidst emotions of divine delight — 
Aa heavenly visions bnrst upon my sight. 
And the Immortals, in ecstatic throng, 
SuTTound the Muses' constellated choir. 

And thrill the world with the lomance of song. 
While all the winds of heaven the swelling notes 



Murk him — the mighty hard of Chios' isle ! 

Lead Nature through the grandeur of hia strains, 
As gods and heroes start to life the while, 

And urge the war along the Grecian plains. 
While thus, enthroned on high, his spirit reigns 

O'er all the boundless universe of thought. 
And with majestic power, and regal style. 

Sustains the " Iliad" his genius wrought, 
While still its lightnings play, with mental thunder 
fraught. 
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Next Pindar — who entranced the Theban ear 

With burning numbers wreathed around the soul. 
Awoke the pseans of our mortal sphere, 

And soared in mental flights beyond control^ 
And in the flood of song, like waves that roll, 

The lyric music of his spirit floats. 
Or rings with vigour, sonorous and clear, 

As when stentorian and syren throats 
Enthral the listening ear with their soul-breathing notes. 

Then rapt Anacreon, in song divine, 

Invoked the fervour of the social flame, 
And, in the genial glow of love and wine, 

Enkindled joys which make all others tame. 
And sends a thrill of rapture through the frame, 

In love, pr friendship's soul-inspiring hour — 
When kindred hearts to sympathy incline. 

And feel the passion of the poet's power — 
Around the social board, or in the Paphian bower. 

So, famed Theocritus, in rustic song. 

Enchants the heart with Nature's simple grace, 
Or leads the rural votary along — 

Where sunny hours of joy each other chase, 
As in his vision streams and vales embrace, 

And shepherds pipe beside their bleating flocks. 
While lovers stray to hear the feathered throng. 

Or list the torrent's sound, while echo mocks. 
And nimble goats at play are vaulting o*er the rocks. 

Or sweet Catullus, in erotic lays. 

Awakes the rapture of voluptuous sense ; 
Or Virgil, prince of song ! who wore the bays 

Which wreathed his brow in proud pre-eminence, 
When thus .^Ineis shone with light intense, 

That threw a lustre o'er the golden age, 
When great Augustus hailed his song with praise — 

As thus the bard illumed the classic page, 
And with refinement breathed with true heroic rage. 
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So, in that glorious era of the Muse 

When rare Moecenas was the poet's friend, 
The lyre of Horace nerved the pregnant views 

That thus enriched the Attic odes he penned ; 
While famed Tibullus bade the Muses blend 

Their grace and beauty in his plaintive lay ; 
And Ovid sang, while Love bade all attend, 

As Fancy revelled in impassioned play, * 
Or in Protean* themes allured the soul away. 

The lapse of ages wrapt the lyre in gloom, 

Till the Provencal spirits rosie to light, j 
And in the resurrection from the tomb 

The Muse dispelled the horrors of its night. 
And woke amidst a sunburst of delight, 

As Love, and Chivalry, inspired the brave, 
And Troubadours — in song's exotic bloom. 

Shone like the lustre on the ocean wave, 
Then passed with the Crusades, where glory found a 
grave. 

Next, Dante sang, the mystic, and sublime ! 

When down through hell his soul communing 
strayed. 
And in the dire receptacle of crime 

Mused on the horrors of each dreadful shade. 
And in the rueful search his genius made. 

Awoke reflections which appal the soul — 
When in the dark iniquities of time 

He traced the curse of man's malign control — 
As Vice allured its slaves to the infernal goal ! 

And Petrarch, who enshrined his Laura's name 
With the impassioned ardour of despair. 

Soared to the burning altitude of fame, 
While love intensified his mortal care ; 

And Tasso's lyre bemoaned an equal share. 
As hope's deception agonised his heart, 

* Metamorphoses. 
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Yet in his soul he nursed the Delphic flame, 
That urged him still to act a nohler part, 
When Godfrey, and Einaldo, graced his epic art. 

Not less in fame Boccaccio appears — 

Like some night meteor of burning power, 
And in his Tales, whose charms increase with years, 

Bard Chaucer found a rich poetic dower. 
From which his genius often plucked a flower 

To form a coronal for his gay Muse, — 
Which shrines a name his country still reveres, 

For in his lays he broadened human views. 
And Nature owns the truths his pregnant strains diffuse. 

But greater still in the creative art. 

The poet Spenser leads his " Faery Queen," 
And touches every feeling of the heart 

While he dilates upon this earthly scene, 
And with a joy exalted, and serene, 

Soars through Creation, radiant and sublime ! 
And in his rapture leads the soul apart. 

To view the splendour of some gorgeous clime — 
Wherein the Muse may dream throughout eternal time. 

But see our Shakespeare's boundless genius shine 

Among the Titans of immortal mould ! 
While his creations bear the stamp divine — 

Where every glowing thought is veined with gold : ' 
The God of Song 1 adored by young and old, 

And crowned by Nature as her regal son, 
Whose potent glory bums in every line. 

And fascinates as never bard has done 
Since Fame first twined a wreath for mental triumphs 
won, 

Lo 1 on the wings of inspiration borne. 

Great Milton's soul beholds the throne of God ! 

And in the glory, of celestial mom 
Views frowning war*s portentous signs abroad — 
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As the Archangel waits Jehovah's nod 

For the angelic hosts to grasp their spears, 

And charge hell's legions with consuming scorn, 
As Lucifer the rehel fiend appears, 

And in the front of heaven his horrid form uprears. 

And such was Dry den's " energy divine " — 

When through the iEn6id he swept apace, 
And with electric flame nerved every line ; 

Or in his Satires seared the viper race 
Who strove to hurl him from his lofty place, 

And mocked the force of his majestic lyre, 
Till fame enshrined him where they could not shine. 

And in his numhers bade the world admire 
The glory of his Muse, wreathed in Promethean fire I 

Then Pope, in Dryden's footsteps, fronts the stage, 

As clear and nervous in his classic tone, 
But far more polished, as befits the age. 

And in his mental logic stands alone. 
What bard like him e'er sat on Homer's throne ? 

Or in didactic ethics proved so wise ] 
Though in the satire that imbues his page 

Perhaps the weakness of his judgment lies — 
Yet mark the wit, so bright in every shaft that flies ! ^ 

How widely different, in each phase of life. 

Seems Nature's " druid " to the thoughtful view, — 
When erst in " Winter's " hyperborean strife, 

His ardent Muse its darker features drew. 
Till "Spring" appeared, in robes for ever new, 

And showed the world the power of Thomson's art. 
Wherein his glowing fancies, ever rife. 

Portrays the " Summer," dear to every heart, 
And dwells on " Autumn's " charms from which we sigh 
to part 

As true to Nature, yet with finer art, 

Mark Goldsmith's strains, so vivid, clear, and terse ; 
The gifted, graceful poet of the hearty 

Melodious and graphic in his verse : 
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His charming touches all would fain rehearse — 

And glory in their philosophic tone ; 
Or prize the wisdom they so well imp£^, 

With homely wit, and vigour, all his own — 
Whilst in his simple grandeur he thus stands alone. 

But who in all the glowing world of song 

May rival Bums, or with his fame compare ? 
With heart so manly — tender, and yet strong, 

And in his social sympathies, so rare ! 
What bard like him can lighten human care, 

Or rouse the soul with such heroic swell, 
When thus indignant he assails the wrong ? 

And in his matchless lyrics who can tell 
What influence he wields, who charms the heart so well ! 

So ! in the light of Scotland's glorious sun. 

The wizard Scott strikes the romantic lyre, 
And claims the empire which his genius won — 

And all who read so lovingly admire ; 
A fame and splendour that shall ne'er expire. 

But gleam amidst the treasures of the mind 
While Scotland prizes what her sons have done — 

And in the wreath, which time shall not unbind, 
Crowns her chivalrous bard, the idol of mankind ! 

Oh ! sunny France ! whene'er we turn to thee 

A galaxy of genius crowds our gaze, — 
For in thy mental firmament we see 

Bacine, Moli^re, and ComeiUe's dazzling rays, 
And rare Beranger, in thy later days, 

Whose lyric Muse enthrals the throbbing heart, — 
So buoyant, witty, — ^genial in its glee. 

And with heroic fervour in his art, 
Becalls the soul of Glory, and Great Buonaparte ! 

And Germany, renowned in ballad lore, 

Invokes the elfin spirit of Romance, 
And to her legendary bards of yore 

Looks through the ages with exulting glance. 
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And owns the glory which their songs enhance — 
As thns in mythic grandeur they appear. 

While Goethe wakes her pride for evermore — 
Profound in thought, absorhing, and sincere ; 

And in occult analysis, keen, forcible, and clear. 

But mark the spirit of volcanic power 

That lifted Byron to immortal fame — 
When thus his genius poured its lava shower, 

And threw a grandeur round his burning name 
That gleamed with coruscations in its flame, 

While power and pathos quivered in his sotd, 
And every splendour that could thus endower 

The daring genius, fate could not control — 
While in his morbid lyre men heard the thunder roll ! 

Not thus endowed — but with a tempered force, 

The Muse of Campbell steals upon the ear — 
like to a stream in its romantic course, 

Not over loud, but musical and clear. 
And o'er the ocean as his fancies steer, 

The wail of war, and the heroic song. 
Is heard in battle, where the blast is hoarse, 

And in their patriotic sympathies belong 
To country, and to freedom, tender, wild, or strong ! 

And those who love the harp's melodious swell 

Can ne'er forget the bard of Erin's isle, 
Whose lyric rapture is a vital spell 

That wakes emotion in a tear, or smile, 
When Erin's glory is recalled the while. 

As thus it flickers in the night of fate, 
For in his Muse her spirit loves to dwell, 

Where wit and beauty thus irradiate 
The sympathy and joy his fervid strains create. 

Another name culled from the laurelled race. 

Concludes what Wordsworth in himself sustains, — 

For in his page is scattered every grace 
That can adorn the poet's deathless strains. 
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And in the lonely wilds where Nature reigns^ ' 

Or by the rural vale, or silent lake, 
We mark the musings, all delight to trace,—- 

For in their calm philosophy we wake 
To Nature's teaching — dearer for her hermit's sake. 

And now the Muse, in this romance of song. 

Though not grown weary, yet suspends its flight. 
For all its treasures to the world belong, 

And they who seek an unimpaired delight 
May find unnumbered stars still burning bright. 

And sacred to the Muses' breathing shrine, 
Though not included in this regal throng. 

Who reign pre-eminent as bards divine, 
And in the mental world in laurelled grandeur shine I 
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The last sad scene of life is passed. 

The struggling spirit fled ; 
On Christ's redeeming mercy cast, 
He sleeps in solemn peace at last, 

Assured what God hath said — 
That though this frame corrupting lies, 
Yet uncorrupted it shall rise 

Triumphant from the dead. 

Oh, cherished hope 1 oh, faith sublime ! 

That crowns the soul's desire. 
When freed from the assaults of time, 
It seeks its spiritual clime 

On wings of sacred fire. 
And hails the blest primeval day, 
Where glory sublimates the sway 

Of heaven's Almighty Sirei 
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TO THE MUSE. 

Daughter of Song, thy mission speed ! 

Pursue what zeal began ; 
Declare thy sentimental creed 

And stipulate with man — 
To cheer the wretched in their need, 
And where oppression's victims bleed 
To execrate the ruthless deed, 
And to the world indignant plead, 

Fulfilling Mercy's plan. 

And where the heart is wrapt in woe. 

Low drooping in despair — 
To dry the tears that burning flow. 

Thou wilt go sadly there. 
And where the hectic flushes glow, 
And where the sick are lying low, 
Awaiting life's relentless foe, 
Thy holy sympathy bestow. 

And close the scene with prayer. 

Where honest worth is sore depressed 

And genius pines unknown — 
Go there with philanthropic breast 
And make their cause thy own ; 
Or should they fade like beams far west. 
Thus be the epitaph expressed : — 
" Oh ! may their gentle spirits rest 
In peaceful regions of the blessed," 
Graved on a simple stone. 
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Should Freedom raise the battle-cry 

When tyrants take the field. 
Where patriots press with courage high, 

Display its burning shield ; 
And with the lightning of thine eye 
Bid them despotic power defy ; 
And where the fiends in carnage ply — 
Lead on to conquer or to die. 
But not dishonoured yield. 

If Love with fond impassioned speech 

Should plead by Beauty's side, 
Let honour not in vain beseech, 

Nor innocence be tried. 
Assist the suit, persuasive teach — 
Extol or soothingly impeach, 
Till rapture flutters in the breach. 
And all its sweet sensations reach 
The citadel of pride. 

Or when thy soul-exalting themes 

Enkindle Nature's fire. 
Let passion thrill the poet's dreams 

With the immortal lyre : 
Inwreath the hills with sunny beams, 
And burnish the romantic streams. 
Whilst ocean's boundless glory gleams, 
And all the glowing landscape seems 

The heaven of desire ! 

Away ! and to the utmost earth, 

With delegated powers. 
Disclose the import of thy birth, — 

Bright Maid ! whom heaven endowers ! 
'Mid scenes of the domestic hearth. 
The seat of sorrow or of mirth. 
Encircle all in ample girth, 
And proudly own there is no dearth 

Li intellectual bowers. 
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IMMORTALITY OF LOVE AND MUSIC. 

Oh, Love ! what triumphs in thy name 
All nations and all time proclaim, 
Since angels hailed Creation's birth, 
And man became the lord of earth : 
What regal forms have felt thy sway 
Since fate first tracked life's mortal day, 
And heroes of transcendent name 
Thus blent thy transports with their fame, 
While Nature hails thy blessings given 
As the ecstatic gift of heaven. 
Still paramount, as thou wert then, 
O'er all the cares of gods and men. 
Endowing life with deathless grace, 
To sublimate our mortal race. 
And with resplendent lustre shine. 
Till kindred ties become divine ! 
How shall the Muse augment thy praise. 
Or bid thee bless our earthly days ) 
Or show what pangs the soul may bear. 
Sustained by thy immortal care. 
When all its hopes are doomed to die 
E'en in thy own idolatry 1 
Puissant arbiter of fate. 
Whose ministers upon thee wait. 
In vain the proud resists thy power. 
Exerted in thy sovereign hour — 
When bosoms heave with mutual sighs. 
And lovers light each other's eyes ! 
Oh ! crowning glory of the earth ! 
That gives to life its second ]t>irth — 
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For ever dwell within the breast 
That burns to make another's blest t 

And thou, daughter of the spheres, 

Whose soul vibrates through all the years, 

Ethereal Music ! nymph divine ! 

The rapture of the world is thine ! 

And every passion Nature owns — 

In breathing Mom's Memnonian tones, 

Or in the orisons of Night, 

When meteors shed their baleful light, 

And echoes of the solitude 

Keverberate from hill and wood ; 

Or when thy aerial harmonies 

Swell in the murmur of the seas, 

Or sound with awe when thunder-riven, 

Storm-clouds obscure the orbs of heaven, 

And wintry blasts convulse the air 

Midst shrieks of havoc and despair ; 

Or in the psBans of the year 

When Nature smiles with vital cheer. 

In all its changes thou art heard — 

In gurgling stream, or warbling bird, 

In every sound, in every sigh, 

Thy symphonies breathe in reply ; 

But chiefly thou attun'st the soul 

To ecstasy's divine control. 

In songs of triumph and of love. 

Or solemn dirges heard above. 

Of hopes eclipsed in life's dull blight. 

And winged emotions of delight ; 

And thus the Muse obeys thy spell 

O'er themes where love delights to dwell 

Before its dream of bliss is fled, 

And memory weeps above the dead. 

Thus blent in soul-exulting joy, 
Unmixed with sordid^ dull alloy, 
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Love throbs to Music's influence 
With rapture that becomes intense, 
Till, buoyed above the world's control, 
Heaven's glory settles on the soul, 
Enthroned amidst the glowing spheres 
That murmur to angelic ears, 
As Music chants Creation's song. 
Which heaven's seraphic hosts prolong. 
In diapasons of the sea. 
And echoes of eternity ! 
Entrancing Nature with delight 
Throughout the bounds of day and night, 
And ever through unending time — 
Ecstatic, thrilling, and sublime ! 
Come, Inspiration I swell the theme. 
And glorify the poet's dream. 
Till Love and Music light the earth 
With all the lustre of their birth, 
As blent in harmony divine. 
They glow and breathe along the line, 
like sunbeams in Aurora's bowers. 
Lapped in the odour of the flowers ; 
And thou, great Pan, attune the reed 
Through valley fair, and rural mead, 
Or where the shepherds tend their flocks 
And cascades dash among the rocks. 
While famed Timotheus strikes the lyre 
With all the soul's creative fire, 
Enriching sound with added strings 
That thrills the air's ^Eolian wings ; 
And Saint Cecilia's vocal frame 
Renews devotion's holy flame 
As tones of thunder shake the aisles 
Where awe presides o'er gothic piles ; 
And now subdued, in muffled sound. 
Like earthquake tremors underground, 
Or bursting with tumultuous roll — 
They wake the grandeur of the soul. 
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Then in exhausted murmurs die. 
Soft as a saint's expiring sigh. 
So played Arion on his lute 
Where felons stood entranced and mute, 
While music breathing from his lips 
Lulled murder in a brief eclipse 
As thus he leapt into the sea, 
Amidst his wondrous melodie — 
While dolphins bore him to the shore 
Where billows ceased their surging roar, 
And kissed his feet upon the strand 
As thus they left him safe on land. 
And then, recoiling in their might, 
Broke o*er the ship with wild affright, 
And wrecked the foul, conspiring crew. 
Ere Corinth had appeared in view, 
Where death became their dire reward 
For their intent to harm the bard. 
Whom gods and men alike revere. 
As those beloved are ever dear. 
And now, see Amphion aspire 
To thrill the stones with breathing fire. 
As Thebes arose in stately pride — 
Where gods in glory might preside. 
E'en thus from Mercury he caught 
The winged sublimity of thought 
That woke the tremors of his lyre 
With passion's soul-enkindling fire, 
Which won him Niobe, the fair — 
Thereafter bowed in mute despair 
By Phrygians rock, her children slain — 
O'er which her tears still fall like rain. 
While he, the living soul of song, 
Did nature and himself a wrong, 
In grief for her, for whom he pined. 
Whose woful fate preyed on his mind 
Till frenzy shrieked with gasping breath, 
A rec^uiem abhorred by death ; 
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And so Ids tuneful spirit fled 
Where love embalms the hallowed dead. 
Love ! deathless passion of the soul i 
Supreme in thy benign control 
O'er all the tribes of mortal birth. 
Who fill the temple of the earth ; 
How may the wise elude thy dart, 
Or pluck it from the bleeding heart 1 — 
Laid bare to thy unerring aim — 
That wings the kindling shaft of flame 
To lodge within its secret core 
And sublimate it evermore, 
As thy impidse directs the mind, 
Or makes enamoured mortals blind, 
Who follow where thy dictates lead, 
And brave all dangers without heed, 
Obedient to thy vital sway. 
Which e'en the sacred gods obey. 
For in thy sceptre shines their own- 
While round the glory of thy throne 
The holy hierophants above 
Proclaim the sovereignty of Love, 
And pay- obeisance to thy state. 
Which crowns all power, however great. 
Or wreathes the face one loves to see 
With beauty glorified in thee, 
Intwining round the captive heart 
The spell that binds it without art— 
A talisman to lighten care. 
And all the troubles mortals bear ! 
Thus, by thy votaries adored. 
We hail thee as the bosom's lord 1 
Who binds the elements of strife, 
And burns in every throb of life. 
Till nature glows with heavenly fire, 
And hearts reciprocate desire 
Such as a Vestal's lips might name 
Without the conscious blush of shame ; 
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Or slie of Sestos — on her tower, 
Who watching lone in midnight hour. 
Oft "breathed ahove the gloomy tide 
That hold Leander braved with pride, 
Impatient to salute the fair, 
Who held aloft the torch's glare 
To guide him to her secret bower, 
And share the brief ecstatic hour 
Which thou hast made a memory, 
That death itself will not let die. 
For still her spirit haunts the shore 
In search of him for evermore — 
Sad listening to the moaning wave 
That rolls above her lover's grave. 

And she — ^who bore her Phaon's scorn. 

May yet reveal how one forlorn 

Could feel thy madness in her veins, 

And welcome death to end her pains — 

When from the promontory's brow 

She sealed devotion's fearful vow. 

And left the world with streaming eyes 

To mourn her mortal agonies, 

And write another tragic name 

Upon the adamant of fame, 

That tells how " Sappho loved and sung " 

With heart of flame and dulcet tongue : 

Or yet another thou hast known — 

The soul's bright priestess — and thy own — 

Immortal Psyche ! nymph divine ! 

Thy Cupid's joy was also thine. 

When thus the mutual pledge was given, 

Crowned by the nuptial rite in heaven, 

To form the spiritual tie 

That consummates all bliss on high, 

And blends two lives as one in soul — 

Like streams uniting as they roll ; 

So hearts with mutual ardour twine 

When hallowed at devotion's shrine. 
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Where thou, O Love ! art ever seen 

With kindling smile and gracious mien ; 

While lovers, happy as the blest, 

Await thy paramount behest, 

Or feel thy potent spell enchain 

The captive will and glowing brain, 

AH yielding to thy influence, ^ 

That harmonises every sense ; 

Like melody's seraphic airs — 

Wafting the soul above low cares, 

To flutter in thy Paphian bowers 

Amidst a paradise of flowers ; 

Entranced with visions of the blest. 

Where joy is a celestial guest — 

Winged with the transports of the past. 

Which memory enshrines at last ; 

Bequeathing an immortal dower 

To brighten hope in death's dark hour, 

When o'er the bosom of despair 

Thy sympathy steals softly there — 

Embalming tears which sadly flow 

To consecrate its lonely woe : 

Or blessing those who long have known 

The bosom wedded to their own, 

Thy smile recalls the charms of youth 

To sweeten constancy and truth, 

And wake the joy of former days 

That gleam again with paler rays. 

As pleasant thoughts with fondness dwell 

On interviews — remembered well — 

When sighing in the myrtle shade 

Thy triumph wreathed the blushing maid, 

And led another happy pair 

In Hymen's consecrated care. 

To where the altar shone in light, 

And ratified their mutual plight. 

Thus, where thy pilgrim comes again, 
Soul- wearied, from the haunts of men, 

B 
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To visit scenes too sadly blest, — 
While hope levives his pensive breast. 
He seeks a form with longing eyes, 
And finds, perchance, with glad surprise. 
That fate relenting lifts the cloud 
Which wrapt his soul as with a shroud, 
And kneeling at thy shrine once more, 
His spirit flutters to adore, — 
As fond emotions flood his breast 
With fervent homage there exprest, 
To see the past restored again 
Without the grief that followed then ; 
Bene wing ties which fate had riven, 
Till rapture breathes the airs of heaven. 

Thus absence but inflames the heart. 
Endearing lives that pine apart 
And call on thee to ease their pain ; 
Nor doom them still to sigh in vain — 
Invoking thy propitious aid 
To seal Qie vows in fervour made, 
Despite the frown of fortune's scorn — 
For thou own'st all — ^however bom, 
Exalting claims thou dost create, 
Regardless of unequal state ; 
E'en as we see the daisy raise 
Its dewy breast to heaven's gaze ; 
As joyous as the damask rose, 
That in its regal splendour glows ; 
So thy celestial favours bless 
All breathing forms of loveliness, 
And with thy influence benign 
Makes simple worth and beauty shine ; 
Or surging like the ocean tide, 
Subdue^ the haughty brow of pride ; 
And thus, despite ambition's aim. 
Blends souls with thy empyrean flame. 
That melts the savage in his ire, 
Or prompts the lowly to aspire — 
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And seek the lustre of thy throne, 
Where prince and peasant proudly own 
Their bosom's fealty to thy cause, 
That fortifies eternal laws, 
And brings all tribes beneath the sun 
To greet the soul's accepted one ; 
Flooding the heart with pure delight 
That swells to rapture day and night, — 
When sleep has lulled the joy of sense 
And fancy's visions grow intense, 
Renewing the romantic themes 
That animate the lover's dreams ; 
As reason and reflection stray — 
Lost in the glory of thy sway. 

. Such were the pleasures felt awhile 
On bright Calypso's ocean isle, 
When brave Ulysses — shipwrecked there — 
Was tended by the regal fair. 
And lingered long in her embrace, 
Charmed by her beauty and her grace. 
Which thou enhanced by mental spells. 
Wherein the soul of rapture dwells ; 
'Gainst these in vain the hero strove, 
Till parted by imperious Jove, 
He left her — as one doomed to die — 
.And robbed of immortality ! 
Whilst she* — the glory of his soul ! 
Pined for the bliss another stole ; 
Still hoping, even through her tears. 
To see tiie wanderer of years. 
And with her web deceived the throng 
Who sued her oft, and waited long ; 
But deathless in fidelity — 
For him alone she heaved the sigh, 
And waited with a sinking heart 
Whose very throb oft made her start. 
As omens of his hidden fate 

* Penelope. 
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Like silent phantoms seemed to wait 

Round Ithaca's forsaken throne ; 

Though still in her its lustre shone — 

Like Phoebe's sweet and holy light 

That sanctifies the gloom of night. 

These thoughts awoke Ulysses' breast 

To seek the love by virtue blest ; 

And now Calypso saw him flee 

To his beloved Penelope, 

And with her spells essayed in vain 

To drift his raft upon the main ; 

So that the partial storm once more 

Might land him on Ogygia's shore ; 

But as the hateful cloud of night 

Withdrew him from her wistful sight, 

She wept in woful solitude 

Along the shore — where she must brood — 

Doomed by inexorable fate 

To mourn alone — heart desolate ; — 

Still praying to the gods above 

To lead her to thy bowers, Love ! 

So loved Medea — with a flame 

That made all other passions tame ; 

When first her eyes beheld the form 

That flashed like sunshine in a storm, 

And stood before her fettered gaze. 

Suffused in glory's dazzling blaze. 

A hero ! formed to be adored — 

And moulded for her future lord 1 

Whom, as she greeted with a smile. 

Her heart clung to with joy the while, 

Nor lingered coyly to invoke 

The rapture of the golden yoke. 

Which heaved her bosom with a flood 

That coursed her veins and thrilled her blood ; 

And like a burst of solar light 

Became her dayspring of delight, 

Irradiating hope's sweet beam 
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To cheer her soul on life's dark stream ; 

Still brightening in the throes of strife ^ 

That formed her for a hero's wife, 

And gave her an historic name 

Transmitted in the rolls of fame — 

When Jason, by her mystic aid, 

Succeeded in his Colchian raid, 

And bore away the Golden Fleece 

That blazoned the renown of Greece ; 

And with it brought his regal bride, 

Who fled devoted by his side — 

When iEfete, her baffled sire. 

Pursued them in his burning ire. 

And she — to 'scape his dreaded wrath, 

Strewed horror on his onward path, 

And left the dark and damning stains 

That marked a brother's torn remains, 

To save a husband's dearer life. 

And guard him still unharmed from strife, 

E'en by another artful crime 

Which clouds the annals of her time, 

When by her incantations dire 

Pelia's daughters slew their sire ; 

And thus Medea — all alone 

Restored her husband's rightful throne^ 

And won the triumphs of her lord 

By love — that still eclipsed his sword. 

And what, Love ! was the reward 

That all prospective bliss debarred ! 

Cast as a sorceress aside — 

For Greeks to insult and deride, 

While Jason coldly spumed her charms 

To dally in another's arms. 

And left her soul in solitude 

To weep and wail, or darkly brood, 

Till madness agonised her brain, 

And vengeance left its bloody stain — 

When a detested rival's life 
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Atoned for the dishonoured wife ; 
And murdered habes appalled his eyes — 
Discarded love's dread sacrifice ! 
Which she, with self-abhorrent guilt, 
In mental frenzy blindly spilt ; 
While tears of blood bedewed the air 
Through which she winged in fierce despair- 
To seek oblivion of fate, 
And die in some far-distant state, 
Heart-broken — as the wretched are ; 
But destiny recast her star, 
And with new life effaced her grief, 
Though happiness again was brief ; 
And last — in Colchis, where she died. 
Her deathless soul was deified ! 

Thus also, Ariadne's tears 
Suffused her bosom in its fears. 
When Theseus had loved awhile. 
And left her lone on Dia's isle ; 
Forsaken in her hour of joy, 
By him who came but to destroy ; 
Oh 1 when he killed the Minotaur, 
Why did he also quench her star^ 
Who saved him by the silken clue 
That made him victor — lover too ! 
Was there no pity in his breast 
For her who sighed to make him blest ? 
Could such a hero stoop to shame, 
Nor blush at a perfidious name ¥ 
Then, Love, may he be desolate^ — 
Within the labyrinth of fate. 
Nor ever know thy heavenly bliss, 
Which e'en the wretched fear to miss. 

From these sad scenes of bygone woe, 
The eye may turn, though tears still flow. 
O'er tales as sad, and often heard — 
Of Eloise and Abelard, 
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Who met but to inhale thy breath, 
And bow to destiny and death ; 
While Petrarch's passion drew his soul 
Where stars and distant planets roU, 
To crown his Laura with the light 
That knows no shadow of the night ; 
And throne her spirit 'midst the spheres 
That shine through the eternal years — 
Circling in glory o'er the plains 
Where heaven's exalted Godhead reigns. 
So Tasso sung, with equal fire, 
When tuning the erotic lyre ; 
But struck the key in sadder tones, 
That echoed with thy martyr's groans, 
Appealing to a pensive heart 
That made its discipline an art; 
Whilst listening with a courtly grace 
To homage — full of sorrow's trace. 
And passion painfully subdued — 
That soothed his soul in solitude, 
Till blighted by a sense of wrong. 
His reason faltered in his song ; 
And genius, drooping in the shade, 
Awaited Nature's gentle aid. 
Which came at last to save her son, 
While Fame proclaimed his laurels won — 
Ere death eclipsed his ardeat eyes. 
And bade his deathless spirit rise 
To hail his sainted Eleonore, 
Where fate shall never part them more — 
Blent in their apotheosis. 
And crowned with thy supernal bliss. 

Thus has the Muse in every age 
Electrified the breathing page ; 
When blending thy immortal name 
With the ennobling thirst of fame — 
'Tis thee attun'st the golden wire 
That vibrates in the poet's lyre ; ^ 
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By thee inspired — to thee belong 
The soul and pathos of his song ; 
Wherever valour frowns in arms, 
Or beauty smiles with conscious charms, 
Thy fervour animates his breast, 
And bums in all his soul exprest ; 
'Twas this made Orpheus divine, 
And breathe his soul in every line — 
When 'midst a wild, untutored throng 
He poured the rapture of his song. 
Till Nature stirred with joyous life, 
And beasts forgot their savage strife. 
Then baring all his soul to thee, 
He won the nymph Eurydice ; 
Who in a dark and wof ul hour 
Succumbed to the destroyer's power, 
Whilst he, with grief disconsolate. 
Bemoaned the sadness of her fate. 
And with his sympathetic lyre — 
Descending to the realms of fire. 
Awoke the gloomy caves of hell, 
That echoed to his lyric swell. 
Till harpies stared with lurid eyes — 
O'ercome with wonder and surprise. 
And all the furies dropt their snakes, 
Eelenting for the lovers' sakes ; 
While Tantalus forgot his thirst, 
And fiends exulted, though accurst. 
To hear the transports of the blest 
Thus irresistibly exprest : 
By thee, Love ! — ^alone inspired— 
By thee his daring soul was fired. 
As in his song thy pathos rose, 
A fountain of melodious woes. 
That charmed Ixion on his wheel, . 
To whom all heU yet seemed to reel, 
As leaning on its circling rim 
His eyes with joy began to swim, 
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Wliile every note that thrilled his ears 
Recalled the music of the spheres — 
When Juno, with celestial grace, 
Eluded his desired emhrace, 
And substituted by a cloud 
Deceived him in its airy shroud ; 
Ere he, by direful thunder riven, 
"Was hurled by Jupiter from heaven. 
Such scenes still hovered in his eyes 
While pleasure half suppressed his sighs. 
And drew his thoughts from that dark time 
To muse on fantasies sublime. 
Enchanted with the thrilling strain 
That revelled in his dizzy brain, — 
Then lulled his senses in a dream 
Where flowed a bright, melodious stream * 
That wooed his soul from hell's abyss, 
To stray in labyrinths of bliss 
Where Dia lan^ished in her charms. 
Awaiting him with loving arms, 
As once she did — when she outshone 
All rivals grouped around his throne. 
Ere malice urged him on to guilt — 
And blood — ^her father's blood was spilt. 
And horror rent the marriage tie, 
And vengeance gleamed with fearful eye — 
Till madness seized his erring soul, 
And tears of blood began to roll. 
As thus he pondered o'er the past. 
Soul-penitent, and changed at last — 
When, hark ! — the pulsing echoes float 
With many a soul-entrancing note. 
Along the dreadful gulf of doom. 
Where spectres hover in the gloom. 
And fearful forms in darkness meet, 
While voices piteously repeat — 
" My love 1 my love ! return to me ! 
Return, oh ! lost Eurydice ! " 
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The power, the pathos, and the pang, 

With which the baid impassioned sang, 

Eevealed the agony of soul 

That from his saddened bosom stole. 

And changed Ixion's mental dream 

To trace a life-absorbing theme, 

While grisly phantoms stood around, 

Reanimated by the sound — 

Eeverberating as it rose, 

Deep pealing like the anthem's close, 

And o'er death's vaulted horrors ran — 

Where wailing ghosts in turn began 

The wild refrain of plaintive woe, 

Repeating still in accents low — 

" My love ! my love ! return to me 1 

Return, oh ! lost Eurydice ! " 

And thus the burden was prolonged — 

While Tartarus grew darkly thronged. 

And formed a pageant of despair 

Enveloped in a lurid glare 

Of flames sulphureous and fierce. 

That rose with wreathing tongues to pierce 

The womb of horror— yawning wide— 

With hideous fiends on every side, 

Who gasped and glared with every throe 

That wrung them in the pangs of woe, 

And with each ghastly glimpse there shone 

Gaunt skeletons of skin and bone ; 

While Sisyphus, the over-wise. 

Bewildered, strained his subtle eyes, 

As on a ridge he stood alone. 

While downward rolled his torment stone 

With fearful crash, and thundering sound. 

That startled hell with each rebound ; 

Yet all unheeded its descent — 

As thus he gazed with body bent. 

Rapt in the pageant of the past — 

Which shadowed forth his princely caste. 
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When beauty blest his rising star, 

And fortune crowned his feats in war. 

Such visionary scenes imbued 

The aspect of each changing mood 

Which o'er his dark reflections stole 

Like clouds that in the moonlight roll, 

As Orpheus renewed the strain 

That thrilled the damned in limb and brain, 

While each wild tremor of his lyre 

Boused dormant feelings winged with flre ; 

Till Sisyphus, with kindling zeal, 

Felt all that daring souls can feel ; 

And now he led a robber band — 

Kow flashed his sword in dread command, 

Or held in council crafty sway 

That ruled a nation'j9 destiny ; 

Or wooed the glory of the hour 

When joy was still embraced in power. 

And mighty secrets of the State 

Were sifted in the throes of fate ; 

Till in despite of schemes well laid 

The mighty traitor was betrayed, 

And thus by Jove's decree he fell — 

A monument of guilt in hell ! 

E'en while his thoughts thus darkly burned. 
Grim visages were seen upturned — 
All peering stark athwart the gloom 
Where sat the dreadful King of Doom 
Upon a fire-encircled throne 
That o'er unnumbered horrors shone, 
And flashed on rueful Cocytus 
That flows through dismal Erebus, 
While Acheron, the bitter stream, 
Upheaved its dead to catch a gleam. 
And Phlegethon's fierce waves of flame 
Rolled 'midst the shrieks of guilt and shame. 
Amidst this scene of ghastly woe 
Dread Pluto's shadow seemed to grow — 
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Till throughout Tartarus profound 

Its magnitude threw awe around ; 

While terror hovered round his form 

like lurking thunder in a storm, 

As he uprose — huge as a tower — 

Dark frowning in majestic power ; 

His eyes outflashing vivid fight, 

As lightnings pierce the womb of night ; 

And glowing in the blaze of pride 

Amidst hell's legions scattered wide, 

He listening stood — and grimly gazed, 

Soul-pondering, as if amazed 

To hear the witchery of song 

That charmed the diabolic throng ; 

While Cerberus, with tripled jaws, 

Stretched out ite blood-encrusted paws 

Beside its master's feet and whined, 

like some cave moaning to the wind ; 

As if grief gnawed its canine heart — 

Which thus the brute tried to impart ; 

Then starting up with sudden bound, 

The monster glared three ways around, 

As Pluto moved in blazoned state, 

With all the furies — led by fate — 

To where the minstrel, like a spell, 

Electrified the brood of hell. 

Beneath a bower of purple flame 

That changed its hue when Pluto came. 

And like an arc of glory shone 

When thus the god approached alone — 

Without his retinue of fate. 

To gaze on one of mortal state, 

And know from whence his mission came, 

And what the purport of its aim : 

This learned, the gloomy god returned 

To where his train with lustre burned, 

And sat again upon his throne. 

To speak to some dread shade unknown, — 
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Then siniled in fierce sardonic glee 

To hear the wondrous minstrelsy, 

That ravished the infernal ear, 

And drew at last an iron tear 

From out its adamantine font — 

Where pity moved not — as is wont 

When mortal grief assails the heart ; 

And tears of soft compassion start 

To dim the sympathetic eye 

That weeps o'er hopes still doomed to die ; 

Yet Orpheus with deathless power 

Outpoured his soul's exhaustless dower, — 

Invoking every god above 

To reinvest his buried love 

With all the attributes of life, 

And give him back his conscious wife — 

Appealing to the King of Doom 

To bring her radiant from the tomb ; 

While Proserpine drew near her lord, 

And stood where every eye adored : 

Sweet Proserpine ! who bloomed so fair — 

E'en in the region of despair ; 

Though sprung from Jove's primeval line, 

And thus of lineage divine — 

Yet, with a woman's sympathy 

That melts to a distracted eye-^ 

She felt the self-transcending power 

That moves the heart in love's sad hour. 

While listening to the trembling string 

Which sorrow's fingers seemed to wring 

With anguish and convulsed despair, 

That pierced the soul, and stirred the air — 

Till eyes which never knew a tear. 

Yet softened with a dew as clear, 

When Orpheus, with burning breath, 

Appealed to all the shades of death — 

And then he bowed to Proserpine 

In homage — as to one divine, 



30 IMMORTALITY OF LOVE AND MUSIC. 

And kneeling in her presence there — 

With pallid brow and streaming hair, 

Implored the goddess with a sigh 

To aid him ia his agony, 

And intercede with all her state 

For love, thus overwhelmed by fate ; 

So that his soul again might see 

His own adored Eurydice ! 

Then as the goddess bade him rise — 

The clouded glory of his eyes 

l^roke on her own in sudden gleams, 

Like those that glance on placid streams 

When sunshine through a stormy sky 

Surveys the earth with fitful eye. 

As thus he stood in stately mien, 

The wreck of what he once had been — 

When Love was his auspicious god, 

And Genius lit the budding rod 

That glittered with creation's hues 

Around the glory of his Muse — 

He started back to hide a tear. 

And quench emotions once so dear — 

In brighter days when joy was young, 

And sorrow had not found a tongue ; 

Then gazing still on Proserpine, 

And tracing out conjecture's line. 

He seemed to know she weighed his fate — 

And lingered to commiserate ; 

For oft her eyes beamed on lus face 

As if she pitied his lorn case, 

And sighed to see his comely form 

So wasted in life's rueful storm. 

And thought, alas ! how dire the woe 

That wrings the poet's bosom so. 

When love's dead joy lies dark as doom 

Within his soul — its living tomb. 

Where Memory, the phantom, sits. 

As busy thought in sadness flits 
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Between the present and the past, 

Where now he looks — ^ah ! looks aghast — 

As if death hovered in his eyes ! 

So did she ponder and Bumise; 

Then bade him hope — where hope seemed dead, — 

That yet the spirit which had fled 

Might be restored to life again, 

And make him happy among men. 

If he could pass the bounds of doom 

Without once turning in the gloom 

To look upon her as they fled 

Beyond the region of the dead. 

When thus he heard her kindling words 

The air seemed filled with singing birds, 

As Phoenix-like, with soul on fire — 

His rapture thrilled the breathing lyre, 

And rose on inspiration's wings 

Above the taint of earthly things, 

While Proserpine as sweetly stole 

To where love whispered to her soul, 

How she might then — with Pluto's aid — 

Elude the cold and fearful shade 

That stood where spirits flit with dread — 

Amidst the hecatombs of dead, 

And so restore the hapless fair 

Who slept in silent horror there. 

Thus, with a project of her own, 
She stood before her consort's throne — 
Where he awaited — half apprised 
Of what her tender soul devised, 
And as he knew her gentle way, 
He paused to hear what she would say. 
Then, looking up with pleading eyes. 
She wept with pity, sweet and wise. 
And told him how the sweetest bard 
That either heaven or earth had heard — 
Had come in sorrow to those realms 
To sue for one whose fate overwhelms 
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His very soul with deathless grief, 
For which he craved supreme relief 
In revocation of her death — 
So that she might regain her breath, 
And be restored to joyous life 
And him — who claims her as his wife. 
Thus did she plead, and with a sigh 
Oft paused to hide a tearful eye, 
While speaking to her lord the while 
With tender zeal and pensive smile, 
And urged with fascinating grace 
The poet's soul-absorbing case, 
Till Pluto, softened by the tale. 
Bade Orpheus no longer wail, 
Then forthwith issued the decree 
Restoring fair Eurydice, 
Who, by immortal spirits led, 
Ketumed triumphant from the dead. 
Amidst the paeans of the blest, 
Who came at Jupiter^s behest- 
Bright winged from the Elysian bowers 
To strew her upward path with flowers. 
Then rose, Love, the mighty swell 
That thrilled the realms of death and hell, 
Proclaiming to the end of time 
Thy influence in every clime. 
Throughout creation's starry bounds — 
Wherever there are living sounds 
To penetrate the atmosphere, 
Or gladden Nature's pensive ear — 
There should its vital power be felt 
While gods were throned and mortals knelt. 
But why were thy delights reserved 
By limits hard to be observed ? 
Why did conditions bind the soul 
When in that hour it spumed control ? 
Was mortal joy a thing too blest 
Without a sacrificial test ? 
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O Orpheus ! why didst thou turn ' 

To gaze on her in death's dark bourne 1 

Why wert thou curious to trace 

The beauty of a hallowed face 1 

Why did thy soul leap from the lyre 

To dart the glance of soft desire ; 

And steal the rapture of her eye, 

While listening to a pensive sigh 1 

Forgetting fate's forewarned behest 

That left thee power to be yet blest^ 

When in the glow of upper air 

That couldst have re-possessed her there. 

And idolised a form of grace — 

Eevived to gladden thy embrace, 

And be a light unto thine eyes, 

Bright as the sun of summer .skies. 

But carnal joy seduced thy soul 

Ere destiny relaxed control, 

And when thy self-restraint had fled — 

E'en as she breathed among the dead, 

To sleep again for evermore 

With those whom fate shall ne'er restore ; 

How did thy soul survive the hour 

When death resumed its awful power, 

And ghosts were hushed in mute surprise — 

Awe-stricken with thy glaring eyes, 

That pierced the triple gloom of hell 

In search of her thou loved'st so well ? 

Ah ! in that look what didst thou see — 

Thy ever-lost Eurydice ! 

Evanish from thy burning gaze. 

Like sunshine from thy after days. 

When Thracian women tore thee dead. 

And in the Hebrus flung thy head, 

Where — floating to the ^Egean sea. 

It murmured still " Eurydice I " 

Still breathed the deathless melodie 

" Eurydice I Eurydice ! " 
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How sad, Love ! thy minstrers fate. 
Who hrightened time's remotest date, 
And hrought the sacred Muses down 
To consecrate thy myrtle crown, 
And wreathe his deathless soul of fire 
Around the glory of his lyre, 
That thus too soon was placed on high, 
Where its renown shall never die. 
But in that constellation shine 
With lustre thou hast made divine. 

As thus we trace thy golden reign. 
Fair Venus leads her smiling train 
In bright imagination's throng, 
Where rapture breathes its syren song, 
And visionary pleasures rise 
To feast the soul and light the eyes ; 
While Nature decks the glowing scene 
To form a throne for Beauty's Queen — 
Who on Cythera's joyous isle 
First blest existence with her smile ; 
And now upon the Cyprian shore. 
Inspires the myriads who adore ; 
While roses bloom beneath her feet. 
And waft their dewy odours sweet 
Around an atmosphere of joy, 
Where gentle zephyrs lightly buoy 
The radiant hours on sunny wings 
To fan her brow where lustre clings ; 
Or circling round her bosom fair, 
They braid gold fillets in her hair ; 
While all the Graces round her wait. 
And demigods uphold her state ; 
While purpling hues inwreathed with gold 
Her snowy limbs and breast enfold. 
Till borne in gorgeous state away 
Beyond the dazzling throne of day. 
She enters heaven — ^a peerless guest, 
And paragon among the blest, 
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To claim the homage due to Love, 
Adored by every god above ! 

Now, on a rosy couch reclined, 

She rests, with loveliness enshrined ; 

Embodied in celestial light, 

Like glory blending with delight ; 

While Jove with approbation nods 

0*er the august array of gods, 

Who gaze in exquisite surprise. 

Soul-fascinated by her eyes, 

Which sparkle like the vivid rays 

Refracted from the solar blaze, 

When glistening in a golden shower 

They gleam through dew-drops in the flower ; 

Diffusing rapture in the breast. 

As hues of glory gild the west. 

Thus radiant with every grace 

That moulds the form or decks the face. 

Heaven glowed with her effulgent charms, 

And all its bliss slept in her arms, 

Till gods and men became entranced 

As thus triumphant she advanced. 

And with her cestus stormed the heart, 

Enkindling flames in every part. 

E'en in its core — ^though changed to stone, 

Or by neglect indifferent grown — 

Still it renewed the tender fire. 

And nursed the embers of desire : 

Though long extinct, the flame returned, 

And with increasing ardour burned ; 

While tenderness refined the breast 

With feelings never yet exprest. 

And heaven and earth, by night and day, 

Proclaimed her universal sway. 

Oh ! glowing transport of the soul ! 
That o'er celestial bosoms stole — 
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How throbbed the mighty heart of Jove 
When three immortal rivals strove 
For Beauty's empire — and the prize 
That glittered in their kindling eyes, 
As Paris heard them each recount 
Their varied claims on Ida's mount ; 
When Juno, with majestic grace. 
Held out her sceptre o'er all space — 
And offered Power — for his award, 
While grave Minerva, virtue's guard, 
Showed Wisdom, to exalt his state. 
And foil the dire extremes of fate ; 
And, with it, dazzling gifts of soul, 
To glorify life's mortal goal, — 
Extolling moral excellence 
Above the lures of carnal sense. 
And as her eloquence held forth 
The claims of dignity and worth. 
She urged him to adjudge the prize 
To her, who thus would make him wise. 
And crown his life with honoured age, 
A peerless hero, prince, and sage. 
He heard— but turned his longing eyes 
Where Venus heaved her softest sighs. 
Then seemed to pause in self-debate. 
Soul-rapt in an abstracted state ; 
And as the goddess probed his mind 
To see how its desires inclined. 
Her bosom shone with rosy glow. 
Suffusing two sweet drifts of snow — 
Upheaved with joy at every breath — 
A joy that had no taint of death. 
For there Love wreathed its living shrine 
With blooming sweets that were divine, 
And with a heaven-encircled waist 
Which her immortal zone embraced, 
She moved like light through paradise, ! 
While ecstasy danced in her. eyes, 
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And soft delight breathed in her arms 
As Paris gazed upon her charms^ 
Inwreathed with beauty, love, and grace, 
That glowed with rapture in her face ; 
While soft-winged zephyrs, sighing near, 
Breathed gladness in his listening ear, 
Till Music's sweet, enchanting air 
Keleased his soul from every care ; 
When thus the goddess softly broke 
The voiceless silence as she spoke 
In accents sweet, that softly stole 
To the recesses of his soul — 
" O Mortal 1 may thy heart rejoice 
In making love thy deathless choice, 
For when its bliss is truly thine 
Thy inner life will be divine ; 
Or should its outer cares increase. 
Thy soul shall still rejoice in peace. 
For love is an immortal tie 
That with the dead can never die. 
For life and death are in the bond 
Where mutual hearts in faith respond. 
And heaven still ratifies the trust 
When they who owned it are but dust : 
Thus if repaid its strength will grow 
Amidst vicissitude and woe, 
And nerve thee for the covert strife 
That still assails the aims of life ; 
E'en when its other hopes are flown 
Love comes — though it may come alone — 
To crown thy soul with deathless joy, 
Which tiiAe nor fate can ne'er destroy ; 
While Wisdom's gifts but gild a name 
To glimmer in the lists of fame ; 
For though a sage profoundly lives, 
Tis but an instinct nature gives : 
Thus every life has its own bent, 
And wise are they who are content. 
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Each has his foible, or his aim, 

So life's results are much the same ; 

In high or low, in rich or poor, 

All have some object to secure ; 

And yet the wisest of the wise 

May lead a life the rest despise. 

Or live to teach how one may die — 

A lesson all are loth to try ; 

And Power, that fain would baffle fate. 

And lift its head above the great. 

To bind its temples with a crown. 

Though menaced by a nation's frown, 

Is still unstable in success — 

For the subdued are loth to bless 

The hand that smites, e'en with a glove ; 

So Power shall never cope with Love : 

Then let thy choice, oh, Priam's son ! 

Be true to Love, and all is won ! 

For Power indeed would then be thine. 

And with the wise thou still couldst shine — 

As Love invigorates the soul. 

And leads to heaven's transcendent goal : 

Then with the Apple give thy heart, 

And let me bless thee ere we part — 

For see ! the gods with partial eyes 

Look on me and the golden prize, 

While holy oracles foretell 

That Love shall reign though heaven fell : 

Then be immortal in thy choice — 

So shall the Universe rejoice. 

And I will give thee for a dower 

Creation's sweetest, fairest flower 

That blooms beneath the sky of Greece— 7 

Perfection's vital masterpiece ! " 

She said — and with the music's dose 

The laud acclaim of heaven arose. 

Re-echoing through every clime 

Where mortals trace the course of time, 
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As Paris, in the glow of pride, 

Announced his judgment far and wide ; 

Saluting Venus with the prize — 

That glittered in her joyous eyes ; 

When, in return, her lips exprest 

Her soul's sweet whisper — " Be thou blest ! " 

Then in ethereal array 

She vanished in the blaze of day ; 

While crowds still lingered on the scene 

To hail, and worship Beauty's Queen. 

Thus men below and gods above. 

Proclaimed thy sway, oh, mighty Love ! 

For then thy influence prevailed 

When worldly tests and issues failed ; 

While Venus, with no aid from art. 

Became the magnet of the heart, 

Such as Adonis might have owned 

When with his wounds he lay and groaned, 

As she in haste flew to his side. 

And mourned him deeply when he died ; 

Forgetting her own wound to close — 

Whose blood-drops formed the damask rose ; 

While with a sad and loving eye 

She wept that such a form could die ; 

Then, to record the mournful hour. 

Transformed him to an emblem flower, — 

Bright Anemone it is named. 

And by her love for ever famed. 

So may the loved be thus enshrined, 

When hearts bereaved are left behind 

To mourn their loss with weeping eyes. 

And pine with soul-lamenting sighs 

Till Memory itself is fled 

To seek the spirit of the dead. 

And with Astarte, ever pure, 

Exult in love that shall endure 

Beyond the dull efflux of time, 

Where its sensations are sublime I 
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[Look through Nature op to Natare'i God. 

From busy haunts awaj, away, 

I tread the Bolemn wilds and woods. 
Where Nature's undisputed sway 
Is felt in voiceless solitudes. 
Sublimely free ! where none intrudes, 

I feel the trance of loneliness 
That stirs the soul's impassioned moods 
Ab fancy wakes, or memory broods 
0*er life's mutations and distress. 

Far from the city's fevered heart. 

Where mortals fret in sordid rage, 
Where fickle Commerce rules the mart. 
And Wealth enjoys its equipage ; 
There Worth may toil, and Wit engage. 

Yet Fate deny the vital prize ; 
So Fortune, false in every age, 
Has crowned the fool, depressed the sage. 
And mocked the soul's Promethean sighs. 

Here Nature in her lonely pride, 
£xults in sweet and quiet joy. 
Within her sanctuaries 'bide 

The pure delights that never cloy. 
And happiness without alloy — 

With depth of thought, and strength of mind, 
To curb the passions which destroy, 
And prompt the noble aims that buoy 
The aspirations of mankind : 
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Here pensive genius, evil starred, 

Might smile at Pride's neglect and scorn ; 
Here lost, the Hermit or the Bard 

Might e'en forget that man was bom — 
Save when the bosom, seared and torn. 

Wakes memory in its fitful pang, 
That faint recalls the hopeless mom. 
When heart bereaved, and spirit worn, 
The knell of love and friendship rang : 

Here deepening sympathies expand 

And flood the heart — an ocean tide ! 
Humanity, with instincts grand. 
Let me thy influence divide — 
If aught of kindred claims subside 

Forgive enthusiasm's dream ! 
For I would ever here abide 
A Neophyte at Nature's side, 

By hill and valley, lake and stream : 

Here seek calm evening's soothing shade 

When sated with the pomp of day. 
To mark the landscape glow and fade 
With mingled hues in grand array, 
And feel the airy ecstasy 

That fills the listening solitude. 
As warblers sing, and brooklets play 
In liquid cadence, while they stray 
Within the twilight of the wood : 

To dream of boyhood's simple time 

Ere passion's fire matured the man. 
To muse in reverie sublime 
Of godlike Eeason's lofty plan. 
And with divining eye to scan 
The ravelled mystery of fate. 
From where the thread of life began. 
To where it ends the little span 

That bounds this brief eventful state : 
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To haunt the Druid's sacred shades, 

And fan anew devotion's fire. 
To woo the charm that never fades 

When chastened thoughts suhdue desire, 
And o'er creation's orbed empire 

Loose all the transports of the soul — 
See night recede, and day aspire^ 
As Phoebus in his gold attire 

Flames onward to the western goal ! 

To kneel at Nature's lonely shrine 

And seek her listening spirit there, 
To draw intelligence divine 

From every sigh of streaming air, 
And know — this Earth arrayed so fair, 

That fires the lust of mortid eyes, 
Is Love's own temple — heaven's care, 
Which Time's assaults shall not impair. 
And age on age still beautifies. 

The foam-wreathed ocean, seen afar. 

Pleads in her ear with deepening voice. 
The Titan hills that tower in war. 
Awake her pride and thus rejoice ! 
Yon glowing orb in wondrous poise. 

Invests her charms with glory's flame. 
And o'er her Eden — Pleasure's choice ! 
Pours vital and prolific joys 

To quicken in her deathless name. 

And when the sable pall of night 

Swathes her repose in shadows deep. 
How glows that galaxy of light 

Whose vigils guard her dewy sleep ! 
And ever from its midst will leap 

A darting splendour, cleaving down 
Through heaven's world-illumined steep, 
' Where Phoebe comes to smile or weep. 
In silent joy or troubled frown : — 
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She comes distressed, to writhe in storms, 

And like a Pythoness preside 
'Midst exhalation's murky forms 
Which rise ahove the swelling tide ; 
Or with the fierce tornado ride, 

Where seething horrors hiss the sky, 
Foam-topped and awful ! yawning wide — 
Engulphing war-ships in their pride, 
And roaring, drown the seaman's cry ! 

The vivid elements of power, 

No sign may now portend their source, 
For this is Beauty's blushing hour 

When Pleasure leaps from Care's divorce ; 
But who shall check the lightning's course. 

Or death-blight of the dread simoom. 
The fiery cone's convulsive force. 
The rending earthquake — rumbling hoarse — 
Whose gulph is like the yawn of doom ? 

The glow that fosters vital love. 

The charm which wakens sentient joys, 
Whate'er exalts the mind above 
Mortality's dull equipoise, 
In Nature's genial bosom lies ; — 

Where life's emotions, lapped in bliss, 
Obey her soft electric voice. 
And revel in the spirit's choice 
Of bright-winged immortalities ! 

The kindling blush of azure mom, 

The blaze of universal day. 
Yon arch of blended glory, borne 

Across the depths of heaven's highway. 
Fair Science smiles — while aU survey — 
And tells how Newton's mighty mind 
Taught how refracted sunbeams play, — 
And where yon clouds dissolve away, 
Eevealed the wonder to mankind ! 
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The rippling murmur of the stream 

That flows a-near through fairy glades, 
Invites the vagrant poet's dream, 
Enamoured of the sylvan shades ; 
And as his swimming vision fades 
Obedient to the soothing spell, 
Stem Eeason nods, while Sleep persuades, 
And Sense in airy joy invades 
Imagination's teeming cell. 

Lo ! where the kindred train attend 
The orbit of this circling sphere. 
And from relenting skies descend 

Sweet Spring ! the darling of the year. 
And buxom Summer, full of cheer, 

And golden Autumn's ripened charms. 
With hoary Winter in the rear : — 
While these, O Druid bard,* appear, 
Thy kindling name, the bosom warms ! 

Come, child of destiny and fame ! 

Refresh thy soul's ethereal glow — 
Come here and blend thy favoured name 
With Truth's eternal forms below ; 
Oh ! leave the world's delusive show. 

Nor herd with Folly's giddy crowd ; 
From Nature's mute tuition know — 
That Wisdom's purest precepts flow 
To guide the meek, or teach the proud. 

The deadening cares of fleeting life. 

The hopes which buoy this mortal state. 
The mind's revulsions, chafed with strife. 
The glow of love, the glut of hate. 
Ambition, prematurely great — 

With all its stern attendant train 
That war with the decrees of fate, 
Oh, Priestess ! see assembled wait, 
To worship at thy kindling fane ! 

* Thomson. 
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A holy whisper fills my ear :— '^ 

" Exalt the homage of thy soul ; 
A greater presence reigneth here, 
Who doth all elements control, 
Whose mandate bade the planets roll ; 

On whom the voice of Nature calls — 
Extolling Him from pole to pole, 
Almighty Author of the whole — 
Before whom throned puissance falls. 

" To Him we bare the throbbing heart. 
Who stills its pulse, or bids it beat ; 
From Him those worlds, which shine apart, 
Deriye their motion, light, and heat ; 
And shall we not with reverence meet. 

Associate His blessed name 
When Nature's wonders we repeat — 
And here, in her sublime retreat, 
Our God's omniscience proclaim 1 " 

Religion thus — to Reason pleads. 

While Nature prompts the high appeal ; 
And 'midst her groves and dewy meads, 
A loving voice will softly steal, 
And to the inward sense reveal 

The mighty secret of her birth — 
Or move the soul with holy zeal 
To seek her God whom worlds conceal, — 
Enthroned sublime, o'er heaven and earth ! 

Farewell ! sweet vales and wizard streams. 

Where beauty feasts the gazing eye. 
Heaven weaves your airy robe of beams, 
Enwreathing charms which never die. 
Though chequered by a changing sky ; — 

Whose angry clouds bring Winter's gloom ; 
When Nature unto Him doth cry, 
Whose breath is immortality ! 

And Spring again restores your bloom. 
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Could man commute his idle hours 

To meditate 'midst scenes like these. 
Philosophy might nerve his powers 
To conquer life's complex disease, 
And lift his soul with soaring ease 
To regions of the true suhlime — 
Health wooing Vigour in the breeze, 
And Science brightening all he sees, 
Exulting 'midst the spoils of Time ! 
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List ! list ! it is the organ's soothing swell 

That breaks the stillness of the quiet street, 

Like woodland strains, familiar to my ear ; 

It stirs the reminiscences of youth — 

My youth, alas 1 oh, bright, impulsive youth ! 

That followed pleasure up the sunny hill 

To breathe the vital raptures of delight ; 

Lost in the sweet delirium of love — 

In its luxuriant indulgence lost ; 

The thought of one will bum my memory out 

Oh, change the note ere I am fondly mad ! 

And art tiiou gone, thou poor itinerant f 

To wake the throbbing of some other heart 

That broods, perchance, like mine in lonely grief. 

And starts to hear the echo of a joy 

Which thrilled the bosom once with ecstacy. 

When love and hope were rapt with music's charm 

Ere life was blighted by malignant fate. 

I hear it still — that deathless strain again, — 

!Now lessening on my ear and faintly heard. 

Like Melancholy's sad, expressive sigh, 

That seems to linger when all else is dead. 

E'en as I now sit here in sorrow's shade, 

Eecalling bliss which never more returns. 
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TO A BROTHER POET UNDER RECENT 
AFFLICTION. {MR. P. MACARTHUR.) 

Ah, Sir ! can sympathy restore the mind 

To that serenity it learned to prize 
Ere Time and Fate in cruel league combined 

To rob thy heart of life's tenacious ties, 
And left the tears of woe to fill thine eyes 

For her whose virtues thou hast prized so well, 
And now in death bemoan'st her obsequies 

"With feelings which no tongue may fitly tell, 

'Tis thus the loved are snatched away at last, 

Though spared so long in unity of soul, 
When mutual bosoms, happy in the past. 

Still closer twine in nearing life's last goal, 
And feel the hope age nurses to console. 

That thus they still may journey to the end, 
Nor part, as now, alas ! in death's control. 

And leave thy life bereft of its best friend. 

If sympathy, in this thy saddest grief, 

Can aught avail to mitigate its gloom, 
Oh, let the Muse, that fain would bring relief. 

Uplift thy melancholy from the tomb, 
And bid thee still, in brighter thoughts resume 

The higher duties of this chequered life. 
That so thy worth may yet exalt its doom, 

When called away soul-wearied from all strife. 

Thus would I wake thee from dejection's mood, 
E'en though a double sorrow weighs thee down, 

A stricken martyr, in vicissitude ; 

And yet thou canst not wear the proflfered crown, 
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Nor e'en forget the time, so sadly flown, 
Wlien dying on Canadians distant shore, 

Thy daughter breathed her last, with inward moan 
To know she ne'er wonld see her parents more. 

Gould we forget the ravages of death, 

Which come to blight this mortal pilgrimage, 
Hope still might live with renovated breath 

To cheer ns on to the allotted age. 
When life shall cease to flicker on its stage ; 

But even this oblivion of woe 
Fate has denied, and time may not assuage 

The memories that from its sorrows flow. 

Uplift thy brow to God ! my worthy friend, 

And let thy soul repose its trust in Him, 
Who, seeing thee in mental anguish bend 

With heavy heart, and eyes both sad and dim, 
Will lead thee, though inflnn of health and limb, 

To seek nepenthe at a deathless shrine. 
Where Nature, breathing life's memorial hymn, 

Proclaims Love's ties, though rent, are still divine. 
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March on to Bichmond's haughty gates, 
March on ! brave legions, mardi ! 
Through fame's triumphal arch, 

Where victory exulting waits 

The lightnings of your thunder-shock, 
To gleam on freedom's beacon rock. 
And flash upon the world ! 

Enkindling Slavery's funeral pyre, 

Proclaiming with a tongue of fire — 
Ke-echoed by the nation's throats — 
" From where your starry banner floats 
• Let tyranny be hurled ! " 
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March on ! march on ! with bated breath, 

Through red volcano showers, 

To those accursed towers, 
Where Treason lurks 'midst shades of death! 

Overwhelm the life-debasing foe. 

And let each dire oppressor know 
A freeman's deadly scorn ; 
O'er scenes of havoc and despair 
Pursue the hydra to its lair, 

And, conquering with heroic might, 

Bequeath fair Freedom's cherished right 
To ages still unborn. 

March on ! to save our bleeding land 

From infamy and shame, 

That desecrate its name 
With helotfy's accursed brand ; 

And let humanity again 

Become the attribute of men 
Who breathe the name of God ! 
Inspiring every manly breast 
With sympathy for the oppressed ; 

And freeing thus the fettered slave. 

Hurl fell oppression in the grave 
And break its iron rod ! 

March on ! ye dauntless warriors, march ! 

To crown the grand campaign. 

Though cities weep their slain — 
Though limbs should ache and lips may i)arch — 

Press on ! — you bear immortal Fate, 

And nations in suspense await 
The fiat of the sword ! 
Subdue the traitor's ruthless pride, 
And, rushing like an ocean tide. 

Where foul conspirators combine, 

O'erthrow their vaunting Cataline,* 
And rout his rebel horde. 

m 

* Jefferson Davis. 
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March on ! march on ! with fearless tread. 
To fields of deathless name, 
Where Glory caUs on Fame 

To wreathe the dying victor's head, 
And twine the laurel's martial boughs 
Around the living heroes' brows ; 
Whilst the historic page 

Invests their deeds with just renown 

And hands their names emblazoned down — 
Enrolled with the illustrious great, 
Who rose to guide their country's fate 
And form a brighter age. 
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Sing on, sweet lark ! and wile away my care, 
While I sit here, entranced in Nature's joy, 

And list again to that ecstatic air 

Which thrilled my soul when I was yet a boy ! 

Sing on ! and draw my spirit up to thee, 

To hover in ethereal delight- 
Where heaven is listening to thy melody, 

And all its orbs are glowing in thy sight 1 

Oh ! could my soul ascend on buoyant wings, 
Such as uplift thee to empyrean air ; 

How gladly would I leave all earthly things 
To bum in rapture as thou warblest there ! 

Art thou a visitant amongst the blest, 

Who once, like us, sojourned upon the earth, 

And now invite the transports of thy breast 
To wake the dream of love's immortal birth ? 

Or art thou rather a celestial voice. 
Entrancing Nature with divinest airs, 

That thus unseen makes every heart rejoice, 
And e'en forget the burden of their cares 1 
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Whatever tlioii art to fancy's brighter dreams, 
. To me thou shalt be ever what thou art — 
The soul of rapture — breathing heavenly themes. 
That charm the senses and enchant the heart. 

As soars the bard to dream among the stars, 
Yet humbly haunts life's lowliest retreat ; 

So thou, upborne in joy, no sorrow mars, 
Still seek'st thy earth-nest as a covert sweet. 

And thus the fervour of celestial song. 
Uplifts the soul to Nature's God on high, 

E'en as thy transports thrill the mortal throng, 
Who bless thy strains, sweet minstrel of the sky ! 



THE TAY BRIDGE CATASTROPHE. 

SUGGESTED BY AN INCIDENT PRECEDING THE CALAMITT. 

The cold grey dawn of Christmas mom appeared — 

The mom that brings good- will and peace to men — 
"When one, who was to kindred hearts endeared. 

Left Thames' famed banks to greet home ties again. 
Ah ! little recked he that its Christmas chimes, 
Awaking joy and dreams of other times, 
Kung out a knell that soon on Tay's wild wave 

Would echo with the dreadful wail of doom 
Heard on his native shore — ^now his sad grave ! 

And horror's sanguinary hecatomb ; 
Ere kindred parted — as these lines may tell — 
When thus two brothers took their last farewell : — 

**Stay with us until morning — brother, stay — 
Nor venture on your fearful journey now ; 

I dread some danger lurking on the way 

From what I see on heaven's portentous brow. 

Look how the moon is wildly overcast. 

The .typhoon rides upon the dreadful blast ! 
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Hark ! how it roars, and rends the frightened clouds 
That fly disordered like a routed host, 

And o'er the waste of heaven disperse in crowds 
Before the troubled face of night's pale ghost ; 

While frantic winds howl through the riven air, 

And waken terror to augment despair." 

" Stay — stay till mom," again the speaker said. 

But still his brother on the journey bent. 
Declined the warning as he shook his head. 

And thus replied — " I would at once consent, 
If time would so enable me to wait ; 
But I must go to-night, and take my fate — 
(Jiood-bye, I hope to see you soon again ; " 

And, shaking hands, they waved a mute adieu — 
The tempest shrieking in its fury then, 

As on the train with meteor aspect flew. 
Devouring space and darkness in its flight. 
That fiercely ploughed through the chaotic night 

On, on the Fire King swept against the storm. 

With flaming nostrils, snorting in its might ; 
While manly hearts, and many a comely form, 

Were borne away with it that fatal night, 
And many a town that saw its meteor flame. 
Flashed with their lights to greet it where it came, 
And wished it well, with all its living freight. 

Thus borne unconscious of impending doom. 
And hopeful that the elements of fate 

Would die away in the Plutonic gloom ; 
Though danger would at times arouse the soul. 
That shuddered as it feared some dreadful goal. 

Oh ! saddened town, reclining by the Tay, 
How will thy dwellers wait and look in vain 

To see the signal lamp's electric ray 

Announce the coming of the fated train. 

That nevermore shall flash upon the eye 

Its twinkling lights between the flood and sky, 
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Where Tay's wide channel is so nobly spanned 

With pillared girders of colossal mould, 
That bridge the grand abyss from land to land, 

And draw the eye of wonder to behold 
The majesty of man's constructive art — • 
Seen there with daring stamped on every part 

The storm roared on, relentless in its wrath. 

And hissed with horror through the rocking train, 
That swayed and rattled on its iron path. 

Like fiery war-steed — thundering on amain, 
Till at St. Fort it drew up out of breath — 
As if contemplating the bridge of death — 
Until the signal from the northern shore 

Proclaimed to watchers that the line was clear, 
When off the engine started with a roar 

That seemed redoubled to the boding ear. 
While passing on, defiant of the blast, 
That made the bravest-hearted start aghast 

And thus they gazed with fear-directed eyes 

Through dusky shadows of that awful night, 
And saw the moon with fitful gleam arise 

Above the waters, surging in affright, 
Where o'er their darkness stretched the iron way. 
On which disaster masked in shadows lay, 
As with the train the hurricane came on, 

With typhoon fury pitilessly hurled, 
Until the pillars of the earth seemed gone. 

And fiends of havoc rent the groaning world — 
Oh, victims, trembling o'er a dreadful tomb. 
Let Mercy veil the horrors of your doom. 

The train moved on, and neared the central span, 
When thus a voice was heard above the blast— 

** Look yonder — ^look ! — oh, tell me truly, man, 
Saw you the sudden flash that downward passed 

Below the bridge ? God ! the lights have ceased, 

And horror, through yon awful gap increased. 
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Tells its own tale of doom and shuddering woe 
Beneath the raging terrors of the flood, 

Where stifled mortals darkly gasp below — 
A mangled mass of lifeless flesh and blood. 

Angels of Heaven ! veil the sickening scene, 

Nor let the darkened world know what has been." 

Moon ! from out thy dun-robed clouds look down, 
And mourn the dark catastrophe of death. 

That hangs a tragic pall where night tears drown 
The mourner's pillow, as with bated. breath 

He hears in fitful sounds the storm fiend rave 

Across the estuary's troubled wave, 

And in his dream of agony foresees 
^ Some phantom form, familiar to his sold, 

Unshrouded float upon tempestuous seas, 

Where foaming billows in the moonlight roll, 

And ghastly aspects of the dead arise 

To haunt his vision, where the sea-mew cries. 

Weep ! mute Humanity, throughout the world, 

For those who perished in the dread abyss. 
By fate's appalling fury headlong hurled 

'Midst crashing ruins, where wild waters hiss. 
Above the hecatomb of mortal woe 
Where Tay rolls on, and angry winds still blow, 
And grief forever weeps with streaming eyes, 

As it recalls the fate of loved ones lost ; 
While saddened bosoms mourn their riven ties, 

" As memory lingers like a sad-eyed ghost, 
Kecalling fond mementoes of the dead. 
Where pity hovers o'er their watery bed. 

Rdll on, proud Tay \ — still roll on to the sea ; 

And let thy mighty waters sing their dirge 
Who sleep their everlasting sleep in thea 

Nor hear the moaning of the tidal surge, 
• That wakes the midnight of thv lengthened vale, 
While laden ships upon thy billows sail, 
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Or cast their anchors by yon regal town 
That sits upon thy banks in calm repose, 

And, with a brooding aspect looking down, 
Surveys thy bridge, that in its pride arose, 

And mourns her dead ones mangled in thy breast, 

There huddled darkly in unearthly rest. 

Mourn ! Scotland, mourn ! — for these, thy death- 
crowned sons. 

And weep with pity o'er thy daughters fair, 
Who, with their bosoms' loved and tender ones, 

Repose alike in horror's hushed despair. 
Unconscious of their melancholy doom, 
In havoc's indiscriminated tomb : 
Oh ! let their memories be ever dear, 

And in thy heart in mournful thoughts engraved : 
While sympathy directs thy swelling tear 

O'er their sad fate — thy love could not have saved ; 
And God alone can soothe the mourner's woes, 
And grant the dead supreme and blest repose. 

Oh ! brother of the fated one who sleeps. 

Thy tears in vain may track his lost remains ; 
Though sorrow o'er the dead in silence weeps, 

life is an ordeal of recurring pains. 
And ^N^ature tells thee in its own unrest 
That death alone can make the spirit blest ; 
And though thy forethought warned thy brother well, ' 

Yet blame him not, e'en in fraternal love. 
For in his doom what mortal tongue could tell 

The fiat that would issue from above, 
When God, in His inscrutable designs, 
Called him away, for whom thy soul repines t 
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GARIBALDVS TIRADE AGAINST PRIESTS AND 
PARASITES OF POWER. 

Yb arch-intriguers ! whose dogmatic pride 

Elects you umpires of the moral law, 
Though from its canons you can step aside 

And veil your carnal acts in every flaw, 
Think not the world so hlind with slavish awe 

When your imposture mouths the name of Grod, 
That it is blind to what the Devil saw 

When winking to his satellites abroad. 

Kjiow ye, Intelligence is Argus-eyed, 

And sees the craft of soul-enslaving creeds ; 
And so the people whom you have decried 

Have come to know the nature of their needs, 
And find that balm flows not from idle weeds 

That flaunt their vanity among the com, 
And thus impoverish the vital seeds 

Which Nature meant for every being bom. 

And ye who batten on the nation's wealth, 

Endowed with sinecures, too often base. 
Or pensioned from a source which is but stealth, 

While others rob through privilege or place, . 
Deem not that honest minds in vain may trace 

The rank corruption of official life. 
Or shrink to bid democracy efface 

The curse of kings upheld by servile strife. 

Proud paragons of State ! exalted drones ! 

Adorned with wig or sacerdotal gown, 
Or grouped in gold amidst the pomp of thrones. 

Or panoplied in arms with warlike frown, 
Know that the people ye have long kept down 

By tyranny and fraud, by fear and guile. 
Shall yet lay hold of usurpation's crown. 

And strip fell power of instruments so vile. 
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THE POET AND THE PAST. 

Why do I ever dwell upon the past, 

And seek life's buried joys within its shade t 
"Why do I hear a voice in every blast 

Awaking griefs that have been long allayed t 
Ah ! why does memory at times invade 

The shrouded forms of the unconscious dead — 
Reviving features long erewhile decayed, 

And kindling smiles that have forever fled 1 

Why do I pause 'midst care's incessant strife, 

To mark the bygone years in dim array — 
That stand like phantoms of a wasted life. 

And seem to mock me as they fade away 
But to return — as if they would obey 

The conjurations of my moody mind — 
Renewing scenes, as 'twere of yesterday. 

That vividly remain impressed behind 1 

Oh, there is something in these moods that tells 

This life is but a vain, deceitful dream ; 
E'en though the retrospect in beauty dwells 

Wliere hope and pleasure in my youth did seem 
Like sunshine sparkling on a flowing stream — 

Yet clouds overtook my steps whene'er I strayed, 
And quenched the lustre of the fickle beam — 

Where fortune lured me — there it still betrayed. 

Yet 'midst the dearth of life's substantial joys, 

The deathless Muse inspired my dreaming soul. 
That still responds to Fame's electric voice — 

E'en as the needle vibrates to the Pole ; 
And so the years may ever onward roll, 

And glide as they have glided to the past. 
While still I strive for the immortal goal. 

Where I may gain a mental throne at last. 
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LITTLE ROSTS BIRTHDAY. 

Here my little birdie comes — pretty blne-eyei toddledoms ! 
Newly wakened from its sleep, as the sun begins to peep 
In the paleness of the morn — when my little pet was born, 
And we saw her faery face like a sunbeam in the place, 
As she oped her dreamy eyes, like twin stars in dawning skies : 
So her birthday comes again, and we bless her now — as then — 
With the fervour of our love ; yes we do, my pretty dove ! 
Come, then, give its Ma a kiss ; and give Pa one after this — 
Run now — and get on his knee ; there, love, what is that you 

see? — 
Some nice little silver bells ! and a box of coral shells — 
"With a dolly for my dear 1 and a cradle — oh, look here ! 
A perambulator too ! and a dress of pink and blue ; 
With a bonnet made to fit ; what a beauty ! isn't it 1 — 
With its pretty golden hair hanging down in ringlets there. 
Like my little darling's own, with blue ribbons nicely sewn — 
Keeping all its curls in place, neatly parted from its face. 
There now, isn't it a prize ? — with its lovely azure eyes, 
Just like yours, my pretty dear, sweetly innocent and clear : 
What is't, darling, that you say 1 — " WTien will be your next 

birthday?" 
Why, dear, ask me such a thing? — "For you wish papa to bring 
Some more playthings,"— ^so he will on my birdie's birthday 

still, 
And he'll buy a bigger doll, and a couch for it to loll — 
When you leave it there to sleep, or return to take a peep, 
And unveil its open eyes, while it neither speaks nor cries 
As some naughty babies do — and wee Rosy does it too ! 
Eh, my darling little pet — don't you sometimes cry and fret? — 
Yes you do I but not to-day : so now bring your doll away, 
And look at these pretty things, until mamma goes and brings 
Some nice sweets for its sweet sake, and a lovely currant cake: 
There, sit in its cosy place — bless your little faery face ! 
While I show some picture books, full of birds and trees 

and brooks. 
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These were bonglit as gifts, my dear, for the children coming 
here 

On your birthday f^te to-night — when well all be gay and 
bright. 

And have songs and lots of fun, and a dance before we've done ! 

All to please my pretty pet, who will be a blessing yet, 

And repay ns as she should, like a darling, always good ! 

Won't you, ducky ? yes you will, and we'll hold your birth- 
day still, 

And wish all the coming years bright as this — that brings no 
tears : 

£0, my beauty, play away, and be happy while you may ! 



BIRTHDAY VERSES TO A POETESS. 

(MARION BERNSTEIN,) 
DEPRESSED BT LONQ ILLNESS. 

Daughter of song ! so long immured 

"Within thy solitary room. 
Where thou in meekness hast endured 

The silent shadow of thy doom, 
Art thou so weary of this life — 

E'en on thy birthday's glad return — 
That thou shouldst plead to quit its strife, 

And pass beyond its darkened bourne ? 

Ah ! let not care so sad as this 

Depress thy gifted spirit so, 
Nor doubt the hope of mental bliss 

E'en in the darkest hour of woe ; 
The Muse shall still devoted smile, 

And cheer thee with the soothing lyre. 
As virtue lifts thy soul the while 

Above the taint of low desire. 
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It best befits a sainted tongue 

To plead before the heavenly throne, 
And what a stricken maid has sung 

God may in like approval own ; 
And He will send on healing wings 

The sweet elixir of His love, 
To lessen suffering's poignant stings, 

And bless thy trust reposed above. 

Then with an ever-cbeerful voice 

Still let thy strains ascend on high, 
And bid the kindred heart rejoice, 

Or wake the sympathetic sigh. 
While on thy happy genius waits 

Humanity's admiring throng, 
To bless the touch that thus creates 

The rapture of undying song. 

So may thy natal day return 

To see thee grace the social sphere, 
While thy poetic numbers burn 

To move the heart and charm the ear ; 
And from the humble hand of one 

Who twines this poor poetic wreath, 
Accept — what might be better done — 

The tribute words but faintly breathe. 



TO MR. HENRY MURRA Y, ON HIS BIRTHDA Y. 

Thb stormy footsteps of retreating March, 

Sound through the forest like a lion's roar, 
And clouds are drifting over heaven's arch. 

While foamy billows rage along the shore ; 
And Nature, in a hurricane of joy. 

Beholds the stirrings of a pregnant life— 
As Spring returns, with timid mien, and coy. 

To breathe new hopes, and lull the wintry strife. 
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3uc]i was the hour — ^beneath a motley clime, 

When thou, to whom this tribute is addressed, 
First gazed upon the rugged brow of Time, 

And in thy advent felt the world's unrest, — 
But dreamt not, in the moment of thy birth. 

Of life's reverses and its deepening cares. 
Which come to cloud man's pilgrimage on earth, 

And still increase the burden that he bears. 

But though the fitful trials of the past. 

Perchance o'ertook thee in some passing storm. 

Thy lot beneath auspicious stars was cast- 
As all thy griefs have been of transient form ; 

And now, as we recall thy natal day. 
We wish thee happiness in its return ; 

And hope the years of thy maturity 

May be the brightest in thy life's sojourn. 

Amidst the revelry of vernal winds 

Be thine to pace the upland's airy height. 
And look on Nature as it thus reminds 

Thy retrospection of its young delight ; 
And as the past inspires thy musing mood. 

Let not the future cast a doubtful shade. 
But braving fate with manly fortitude. 

Let age proclaim the triumph worth has made. 

Thou needst not look aback with sad regret, 

For in thy life, as in a crystal spring. 
We see Truth's lineaments depicted yet — 

Despite the change that cares and troubles bring, 
And with it friendship — based upon esteem. 

Surrounds the social kindness of thy heart, 
That well might prompt the poet's fervent theme. 

To tell the world how worthy still thou art. 

Think not these sentiments are idly made, — 
For all who know thee will attest the same. 

And thus a partial ardour is displayed 
When memory revives thy friendly name : 
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So while we wish thee health, and length of yean^ 
May fortune ever fayour thy deserts, 

And see us gather round the board that cheers, 
To greet thy birthday with fraternal hearts. 



PATERNAL GRIEF. 

IN MEMORY OF WILLIAM GORDON, DROWNED AT SEA, NEAR PORT 

CHALMERS, NSW ZEALAND, 23(f November 1882. 

Oh ! weary, wild, and melancholy sea ! 

How sadly roll thy billows to the shore, 
And in their surging murmurs speak to me 

Of one whose dirge breathes in thy hollow roar — 

My son ! my son ! whom I shall see no more, 
Engulphed, alas ! within thy depths below, 

Whilst o'er his loss I thus am left to pore. 
And haunt this beach in my paternal woe. 
While kindred tears of grief with mine for ever flow ! 

Fair shone the morning of his youthful joy 
When on thy heaving breast he sailed away, 

Nor dreamt that Fate then hovered to destroy. 
And soon would close his brief auspicious day, 
When home returning from a friendly bay 

He by mischance fell in thy yawning wave. 
While thus his ship was speeding on its way, 

And mariners did all they could to save. 

But failed to mark his form in thy tumultuous grave. 

Ah, me ! as I recall his boyhood's hours — 

So joyous and so loving in his way — 
I feel as one on whom a soul-blight lowers. 

As darkness gathers o'er meridian day ; 

And in despair no pleasure can allay, 
I sink betimes heart-broken in my grief, 

Or fancy in night dreams I see him stray. 
And trace his likeness in my fond belief, 
But as I wake, alas ! my mental joy is brief. 
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I hear tlie sea-bird's weird and lonely wail, 
As if it mourned my Willie's hapless doom, 

Or told the moaning winds the tragic tale, 
Above his dread, unfathomable tomb. 
Where low he lies in death's eternal gloom, 

Nor hears the fury of the tempest's roar. 
When 'midst the ocean's elemental boom 

The shipwrecked dead are washed upon the shore, 

Where surging billows sing their dirge for evermore. 

O sea ! oh, mournful sea ! give up thy dead. 

And thus renew the soul's immortal ties, 
Or where my son rests in thy oozy bed 

Let his pale shade revisit these sad eyes. 

And in the cherished hope which never dies 
May I embrace him on the Further Shore, 

Where thy tumultuous tide shall never rise 
To overwhelm thy fated pilgrims more, 
Whomst thou, sad sea, unto the Lord shalt yet restore. 



DEAD! 

Dead ! oh, beloved one ! can it be 

That thou art gone at last, 
Without a holy kiss for me, 

To consecrate the past 1 
Not even one angelic smile — 

To soothe my lonely soul, 
Before it follows thee the while 

To love's immortal goal. 

Sad, sad regret ; but yet I feel 

Thy spirit blends with mine ; 
Though death has set its solemn seal. 

Upon that brow of thine — 
So heavenly fair in its repose, 

As thus the sainted seem, 
When mourners half forget their woes 

In faith's celestial dream. 
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Tis something e'en in sorrow's hour 

To know thou art at rest, 
Unconscious of the dreaded power 

That stilled thy faithful breast ; 
Which I, alas ! with grief survey, 

Hushed in my lone despair. 
As visions of a former day 

Surround thee lying there. 

How sweetly beautiful thou art — 

E'en in the shroud of death 1 
And yet thy beauty chills my heart, 

That beats with quickened breath 
As sorrow wrings its stricken core, 

Where every hope is dead, 
And fate now veils for evermore 

Life's dream, thus darkly fled ! 

Couldst thou be ever here, as now — 

An angel in my sight, 
I still might view thy pallid brow 

Till death became delight ; 
And dreaming o'er thy lifeless breast 

Forget my mortal state. 
And woo thee as a spirit blest — 

Thus veiled at heaven's gate. 

Though absent, oft I thought of thee, 

But not with fatal dread. 
For still I hoped in time to be 

Thy comforter instead ; 
And little deemed the hour was near 

When thou wouldst quit the scene, 
Where we have met in moments dear. 

And known what heaven has been. 

God ! is there mercy in Thy love, 
That thus could seal those eyes, 

Whose beams, like yonder stars above, 
Now gladden paradise ; 
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While anguish weeps forlorn below, 

Prone o'er the listless dead, 
And memory, shrouded in its woe, 

Mourns hopes for ever fled ? 

Then, let Thy mercy visit me 

In death's celestial sleep. 
That I in ecstasy may see 

The form o'er which I weep — 
Arrayed in its beatitude, 

To light my soul with joy. 
And crown the love, with truth imbued. 

Which fate could not destroy. 

Angels of heaven ! unveil your bowers, 

And let me see her rest, 
Enshrined amidst perennial flowers. 

That bloom around the blest ; 
Yes, there her gentle spirit smiles 

As thus she seems to say — 
" Here love for ever reconciles 

Our sorrows, passed away ! " 

And so I muse, heart-broken here. 

Beside her loved remains. 
Still gazing through the trickling tear 

Upon the shroud it stains ; 
And bending o'er that placid face. 

Which seems to dwell on mine, 
I sigh to mark its solemn grade. 

As one that is divine. 

Ah ! nevermore on this sad earth 

Will her light footsteps stray, 
To muse with me o'er love's sweet birth 

'Midst scenes once bright and gay ; 
Nor haunt the sylvan bowers of eve. 

Beside the fairy stream. 
Where hope bade either heart believe 

The rapture of its dream, 

K 
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Yet still in death she is my own ! 

For love can never die ; 
And standing bj her bier alone, 

Methinks I hear a sigh— 
As if her spirit hovered near, 

To lull my troubled heart ; 
And show that love's devotion here 

Still lives, though souls may part 

I know that she remembered me. 

E'en in the solemn hour, 
When shadows of eternity 

Began, alas ! to lower — 
And chill that pure angelic breast 

In death's convulsive throe, 
To leave my own at last oppressed 

With ever-deepening woe. 

Oh, sun ! the dawn that greets my sight 

Can ne'er again restore, 
The radiance of her spirit's light 

These eyes shall see no more ; 
But whilst thy golden smile returns 

To wake the dreaming flowers, 
My soul will weep for her it mourns 

Through all its mortal hours. 



LOVE'S MYSTERY. 

What do those wild sensations mean 

That agitate my breast — 
Since Beauty, like a fairy queen. 

Became its regal guest f 
Why do I sigh with fond desire. 
And feel my soul consumed by fire ? 



LOVE'S MYSTERY. 67 

And roam the wood 

la solitude ? 

Or haunt the stream 

To muse and dream f 
Or like a silent hermit brood 
In rapt abstraction's wayward mood ? 

Why do I dwell upon a form ? 

Or dream of brilliant eyes 
Whose glance like lightning in a storm, 

Enkindles my surprise ? 
Why do I gaze upon a face 
As if it was the soul of grace ? 

Or mark the charm 

In mute alann ? 

Or catch a smile, 

Entranced the while ? 
Or like Pygmalion adore 
My soul-bom idol evermore 1 

Why do I shrink from active strife. 

And shun ambition's aim ? 
Or feel a sudden change in life, 
Which is no more the sameT 
Why leave my former gay resorts ? 
Or why averse to cheering sports 1 

And shining scenes 

Where wit convenes ? 

Or courtly haunts 

Where fashion flaunts t 
Or like great Petrarch waste my fire 
In soft complainings of the lyre ? 

Ah ! why thus ask the reason why 

Man's nature changes so. 
When Love's intuitive reply, 

Tells how such feelings grow ? 
Why bid my pensive muse complain 
When it should glory in the pain. 
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And sublimate 
My altered state, 
Or bid me rise 
Among the wise, 
Or like Leander, fondly brave, 
Embrace a Hero, or a grave 1 



A PATRIARCH'S EPITAPH, 

** Bles8ed u the memory of the sage, hallowed by dignity and worth." 

Hbbe, mingling with bis kindred dust, 
Lies one who was both wise and just ; 
For conscience was the monitor. 
That duty made his guiding star. 
Upright in motive, word, and deed, 
He neither swerved to class nor creed, 
But ever with benignant eye 
Sought virtue in humanity. 
And made its happiness his own. 
Yet put his trust in God alone 
Through every change of good or ill 
Ordained by an Almighty will : 
Thus he overcame vicissitude 
By efforts which exalt the good. 
A friend to peace, averse to strife, 
He prized the golden rule of life — 
iTo honour God and serve mankind 
With loving heart and earnest mind ; 
And as a sage, august in years, 
He looked beyond life's hopes and fears 
To fix his souPs eternal aim 
Above the vanity of fame. 
Awaiting calmly Fate's decree 
To set his chastened spirit free ; 
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Believing age was only given 

To make the soul cling more to heaven, 

And so to bid adieu to earth 

In hope of the celestial birth ; 

And thus hi^ being passed away 

To regions of eternal day. 



WALLACE ARRAIGNED AT WESTMINSTER 

HALL. 

Bound and derided in the hall of doom, 
Great Wallace stood amidst his ruthless foes, 
Who with impatience thirsted for his blood ; 
And as in mockery of justice bent, 
The warders put a garland on his brow. 
Amidst the jeers of nide buffoons and slaves, 
He in disdain threw it beneath his feet. 
And with a withering glance awed their disport 
With upraised head and dignity supreme ; 
While his accusers urged the trial on, 
By calling on the captive to stand forth 
Aid plead to the indictment of his deeds. 
To this, as well became the fearless chief. 
He stood erect, majestic in his pride, 
Amidst the myrmidons of Edward's power. 
And as his eyes, that flashed eternal scorn. 
Surveyed the tyrant on his blazoned throne, 
Surrounded by the ministers of death. 
The hero's soul shone in his dauntless mien 
As thus he answered the arraigning judge, 
In stem denial of imputed treason 
Against the haughty majesty of England — 
*' I am no vassal nor the subject of your king, 
Nor ever owned allegiance to his power. 
And therefore am no traitor by your laws. 
Though strained unjustly to attain that end. 
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Unto the rest of the impeachment made — 

Of burning towns and slaying Englishmen, 

I here most frankly own these deeds were done 

In stem obedience to my country's call 

In the defence of her invaded soil, 

And sovereign independence. All these acts 

Are by the law of nations justified 

As patriotic and imperative, 

And what I did I thus was bound to do 

By virtue of the trust reposed in me 

As Guardian of my country's sacred rights. 

But think not I stand hero to plead this much 

In craven hope of mercy. If released 

E'en now from these base bonds, in scorn of death 

My sword would leap from out its scabbard still 

To free my country from invading hordes, 

And strike the fetters from the shackled limbs 

Of her unconquered race. Now do your worst 

To whet oppression's sanguinary fangs, 

And let this mortal body be the sacrifice 

Of Scotland's deathless faith in her brave sons, 

Whose souls of fire shall blaze in every breach 

Of freedom's ramparts, till the hated yoke 

Of foreign bondage shall be rent in blood, 

And victory en wreathes her crownless head 

With glory and imperishable life ! " 

This said, the hero's noble bearing towered 

In manly dignity above his fate ; 

And as he stood defiant and unmoved, 

He seemed the incarnation of a god 

To whom annihilation was a throne 

On which the glory of his soul would bum 

With the eternal lustre of renown : 

Thus, having calmly heard his doom pronounced, 

He bowed with native grace to those around, 

And moved in stately form to where the door 

Of destiny yawned wide for his great soul ; 

While surging multitudes looked on amazed. 
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As halberdiers and the gnm host of death 

Let out the Titan — deified by Fate, 

Which clung around him with a fearful awe. 

As if the thunder of his pent-up might 

Yet brooded in the terror of his brow, 

Or lurked about the lightning of his eyes ; 

And as the ignominious hurdle dragged 

The noble patriot to martyrdom, 

Stern guarded by an arm^d cavalcade, 

The cortege moved on 'midst the clank of chains. 

The blare of trumpets and the roll of drums, 

To scenes of horror, which the soul would veil 

In pity to humanity, and him 

Whose quivering heart and bleeding limbs yet speak 

With tongues of flame unto remotest time. 

To thrill the nations with heroic -fire. 

As erst they nerved the lion heart of Bruce, 

And the immortal valour of his troops, 

When, with avenging fury in their breasts, 

They fought like demi-gods at Bannockburn, 

And re-instated Scotland on her throne. 

Amidst a hecatomb of vanquished foes. 

So may she ever flourish in her pride — 

The deathless nation of the brave and free ! 



EPISTLE TO ROBERT MITCHELL, 
STUDENT OF DIVINITY. 

Late musing on life's motley scene 
While drowsy neebours steeked their e'en, 
I thocht upon a kintra frien' 

And new acquaintance^ 
Wha at a sacramental green 

I haply met ance. 
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And as the recollection grew, 
My fancy took a kindlin' hue, 
And roused my Musie till it flew 

On buoyant wing, 
Inspirin' what I write to you, 

Or rather " sing." 

I doubt na you may be surprised 
Wha this is frae, and sae disguised, 
And mony thochts may be surmised — 

Wide o* the aim, 
While I — the bard — a wee rejoiced. 

Conceal my name. 

But wha it is — ne'er fash your heid ; 
You'll ken ere life has spun its threid, 
Yet you may some sly project read 

In this epistle, 
Or may be frae a future screed 

0' this same whistle. 

A frien' like you I lang hae wanted. 

And prayed the wish micht sune be granted ; 

And noo I greet you, naething daunted, 

Wi' your black goon, 
And hope frae this we'll grow acquainted 

Ere months gae roun*. 

I'm tauld you are a through'ther chiel, — 
Gey souple in a hielan reel. 
And likewise you're a very deil 

Amang the lassies, — 
Tak' care you dinna stroke, nor steal 

Their virgin tresses. 

'Tis also whispered you can write, 
And mony ditties you indite, 
Expressin' a' your heart's delight 

To some fair beauty, 
And being amorous and polite — 

You ken your duty. 
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Man, I'm a wee that way myser, 
But that is a' I mean to tell, 
And though I dinna yet excel 

In composition, 
To think I yet may do it well, 

Stirs my ambition. 

So, on thae thochts I gat a quill, 
And swore I'd try my bardic skill 
To mak a rhyme o't, guid or ill, 

As you may think it ; 
So, doon I sat wi' richt guid will 

To spin and clink it. 

I thocht upon a subject first, 

And mony o' them weighed and nursed, 

And then, whan nearly like tae burst. 

To it I fell, 
And waled a theme — the vera warst, 

Aboot myser. 

But then you are associated 

Wf what is gaun to be related, 

And aiblins, when the facts are stated. 

You'll mind it a' ; 
And maybe maer than what's narrated 

Perhaps reca'. 

Oor meetin', I was gaun to say, 
Took place upon a Sabbath day, 
Whaur godly folks cam yont to pray 

Wi' haly zeal. 
Within a kirkyaird on the brae — 

That you ken weel. 

I canna weel reca' the name, 
For it is quite unknown to fame, 
Yet though that be, it's a' the same 

What I relate, 
As that's no heichtened in its aim 

By place or date. 



74 EPISTLE TO ROBERT MITCHELL. 

The sun shone oot snrpassin' bricht, 
And Nature smiled wi' sweet delicht, 
While bloomin* haughs waur richly dicht 

Wi' yellow com, 
And a' was gladsome to the sicht 

On that blest morn. 

The river Luggie murmured by, 
The Campsie Fells rose on the eye — 
Whaur &preadin' woodlands multiply 

In gran' profusion, 
And a' that vision could descry 

Was fair to muse on. 

Spruce lads and lassies frae the toon, 
And farmers frae the kintra roon, 
Cam yont in droves, a' doucely boun' 

On pious erran*, 
Wi' wabster chaps, and mony a loon 

Lauchan and swearin'. 

And whan they a' did there foregather — 
(You ken it promised glorious weather) 
Upon the gravestanes, ane and ither. 

E'en sat them doon, 
And had a kind o' sober blether, 

A' gabblin' roun' ; 

Till summoned by the auld kirk bell. 
Whan Doctor Marshall, and yoursel', 
Cam ower in solemn mood to tell 

Hoo God's ain Son 
Was sent to save us a' frae hell, 

By guilt undone. 

And hoo that He was crucified, 

And scourged, and wounded in the side, 

Until the gushin' crimson tide 

Adoon Him ran, 
And thus on Calvary He died 

For sinfu' man. 
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Then frae the Cross hoo He was taen, 
And in the sepulchre had lain, 
Whan in three days He rose again, 

And gaed to heaven, 
And then — oh ! Lord ! doon cam the rain 

'Midst oor thanksgivin* ! 

I hauf forget aboot the hour — 
For sometimes memory is dour. 
But I could maistly say Tm sure 

It wisna twal — 
Before an awfu' doonricht pour 

Earth-soakin' felL 

You'll mind it weel, I hae nae doot, 
Whan doon it cam jist like a spoot. 
And guidly bodies, rigget oot 

In their best claes, 
Dispersed, jist like a rabble rout, 

Ayont the braes ; 

And hoo the elders, ane and a', 
Wha stopt ahint the kirkyaird wa', 
Gat drooket, like a dreepin* shaw. 

Till, helter-skelter, 
We ran on to a hoose o' ca* * 

And begged for shelter. 

And whan we a' gat sittin' doon. 
We ca'd for half a mutchkin roun, 
And zealously began to droon 

Oor transient sorrow, 
Whilk raised oor spirits up aboon 

The fa's 0' Corra. 

'Twas then, dear Kab, I mind it weel — 
Whan you and I began to feel 
Thae kindred sympathies that seal 

True frien'ships' ties, 
And prompt the soul in woe, or weal, 

Upward to rise. 

*A public-house. 



76 EPISTLE TO ROBERT MITCHELL. 

And as ilk interchange o* tbougbt 
The hues o* sense and feelin' caught, 
That swayed oor minds, and inly wrought 

Sublime emotion, 
We fand, what aft in vain is sought 

O'er land or ocean — 

A mutual aim, a bent o' soul, 
Whilk, like the needle to the pole, 
Vibrates to truth's sublime control. 

And fixed attraction. 
In spite o' life's dark tides that roll 

In counteraction. 

And thus in firm, fraternal faith, — 

That's sacred ave withoot an aith. 

We pledged oorsels that henceforth baith 

Would be as brithers — 
Although we differed in oor claith, 

And e'en oor mithers ! 

I'm shure you canna weel forget 
What's here described in rhymin' set. 
As far, at least, as I can yet 

Remember richtly. 
Unless, sin' you and I hae met, 

You've altered slichtly. 

For me, I'm jist aboot the same. 
Unchanged in nature, as in name. 
And only want a bleeze o' fame 

To mak' me prouder. 
But that, I fear, will no come hame 

Till I sing louder. 

I dootna you hae studied men. 
Their selfish natures brawly ken — 
Hoo passion may a bias len', 

You eke may know it, 
But whisper — can your tongue, or pen. 

Portray the Poet ? 
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Behold the gifted sons o' rhyme, 
Wha gild the darkened wings o' Time, 
And strike the gran' melodious chime 

That tunes oor souls. 
Till they respond in every clime 

Whaur ocean rolls. 

And yet ower aften they're neglecket, 
And left withoot a sark or fecket^ 
Ay, sometimes even no respecket, 

Though hauf divine ; 
The fules ! when they should a* be decket 

Wi' garlands fine ; 

Oh ! glorious, ill-fated wretches ! 

Enslaved by constellated b s ! 

Would ye but aye tak tent o' ditches 

In your daft pranks. 
You aiblins yet micht soom in riches, 

And shine in ranks. 

For me — I'll rant, and dance, and sing. 
As lang as life fiits on the wing. 
And skirl my Musie, puir wee thing ! 

Till blin', and roupet — 
Then Death may shore me wi' a ding 

That knocks me stupet. 

Oh ! for the power o' Coila's Bard ! 
Though poortith every prospect marred — 
Though fate should frown, and grimly guard 

The gates o' life, 
Victorious e'en though demons warred — 

How vain the strife ! 

Come, Musie \ gie me sic a name. 
Then, Envy, tak' thy blackest aim — 
Grim Death ! tread thou this mortal frame 

Aneath the clod. 
My spirit still, sublime in fame — 

Would stalk abroad I 
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That canna be — the T^ish is rain — 
His laurels maun be shared ^i* nane, 
Sae I will e'en achieve my ain. 

To bind my brows, 
And claim what Mosie can attain^ 

Or fate allows. 

There's little here to cheer me on, 
And guidly prospects I hae none ; 
What ance I had are lang sin' flown, 

Like some bricht vision 
That wi' a sweet delusion shone 

In sheer derision. 

It may be that I am to blame 
In missin' life's important aim, 
And yet I winna own the same. 

For this guid reason — 
That I've neglecket wealth for fame. 

And that's nae treason. 

That I hae fauts, I'll no deny, 
And maybe ken whaurin they lie, 
But let the cantin' moral spy 

E'en fin' them oot ; 
They are na o' sic deep a dye 

That folks may hoot. 

Though sinfu', I am free frae crime, 
And hope I may be guid in time — 
Though scarcely fit for yon bricht clime 

0' white-robed spirits — 
Unless they're unco fond o' rhyme 

0' dootfu' merits. 

I'm no sae bad as some folk are 
Wha aiblins mak' a godly stir. 
And claim especial credit for 

What they are seemin' ; 
Whan a' the time their motives, sir. 

Are craft and schemin'. 
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The only thing that fashes me 
Springs frae the curse o' povertie — 
And that, gade knows, is ill to dree, 

And waur to mend, 
While in its grip my fancies dee, 

And hopes descend. 

Oh, Poortith ! canld, and stem, and gaunt, 
Abhorred by sinner and by sanct, 
Hoo often in the pangs o' want 

You plunge the bard, 
And blicht the gifts that heaven doth grant 

As life's reward. 

What woe and want besets the carle 
Whan warslan wi' this weary warl — 
Whaur he maun thole the bitter snarl, 

And angry frown, 
Whan only seekin' for a farl — 

Perhaps his own ! 

The vera thocht o't is a dart- 
That rousts, and rankles in my heart, 
Whaur, even noo, I feel the smart, 

And dreid, and hate, — 
Whan I micht act a nobler part. 

But for my fate. 

My life is like an April day, 

'Neath joy and griefs alternate sway ; 

Awhile it frowns, a sudden ray 

Now cheers the gloom ; 
Thus steal the fitfu' hours away, 

Thus comes my doom. 

And so puir mortals dream and wake. 
And flounder on through bog, or brake ; 
Pursuing, ne'er to overtake, 

Life's promised bliss. 
Till in despair they e'en forsake 

That happiness. 
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Sncb is their fate, alack a day ! 
Yet heedlessly they gang astray, 
And wander on life's devious way — 

By error led, 
Nor stop to think, nor kneel to pray, 

Till grace is fled. 

Some deem that life is ruled hy chance. 
Some view it as a grim romance. 
Whilst ithers, seekin' tae advance 

A selfish end, 
Mark a' as prey — ^wi' eagle glance, 

While f ules contend. 

Humanity is hut a name, 
And Christianity the same, — 
Eeflectin' an eternal shame 

On this hase age ; 
Nor God, nor Nature seem to tame 

Its Moloch rage. 

The warld is hut a crafty school, 
To finish knaves and trap the fool ; 
Whaur self is still the gowden rule 

Through a' its teachin'. 
And scoundrels study to be cool 

In overreachin*. 

But gude forbid that this description 
Should no admit o' some exception. 
Though few indeed will bear inspection — 

And no confess 
That outer life is a' -deception, 

E'en maer or less. 

E*en thae wha point the way to heaven, 
Mix haly things wi* selfish leaven, 
And thank the Lord for mercies given. 

But winna give — 
E'en though they ken the puir are driven 

Through straits to live. 
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I*ve seen the pious beg their breid ; 

The just deserted in their need ; 

And honest worth condemned to bleed 

In dire distress, 
While villany upreared its heid 

Crowned wi* success. 

IVe known the beauteous and the brave 
Implore in vain for aid to save, 
And pass unheeded to the grave 

That hid their doom, 
While pride upheld the titled knave 

E'en in the tomb. 

But why complain of partial fate ? — 
Or challenge man's unequal state, 
Whan Death's decrees alike await 

Just and unjust, 
And blend the humble wi' the great — 

Dust unto dust ? 

Life's countless ills which we may trace, 
Spring frae oor ain perverted race. 
For Nature's just, while we are base, — 

Like Cain inherit 
The heaven-developed form, and face. 

But hell-born spirit. 

Tak' you a sketch o' Nature's plan — 
You'll see the warld was made for man. 
To mak' o't what he will, or can. 

While he is livin', 
Then in oblivion ends his span — 

In hope of heaven. 

Yet some, owercome wi' ghostly fear, 
Dreid death when illness brings it near. 
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Or conjure regions dark and drear — 

Whaur guilt's entombed. 
And shrieks of horror pierce the ear — 

Amang the doomed. 

That hell's a myth the Kirks deny, 
But whaur the dolefu' regions lie — 
Let priests inform, and tell us why 

They ken sae weel, — 
And hug the devil they decry — 

Wi' jugglin' zeal ! 

Awa' wf sanctimonious gloom ! 
Which sneevelin' hypocrites assume, 
And bigots, darker than the tomb, 

Wear wf a scowl 
That blichts the growth o' Nature's bloom, 

And chills the soul. 

Avaunt ! ye morbid, dull-e'ed sages ! 

Grim relics o' the darker ages, 

Wi' souls Uke gnomes, shut up in cages 

O' priestly makin' ; 
Wham mirth and social joy enrages 

As something shockin'. 

Let's seize oor moments to enjoy them, 
Taste a* their sweets, but dinna cloy them, 
Blend them wi' pleasures, yet employ them 

Wi' eident care ; 
When gane, the warld canna buy them,^ 

They're lost in air. 

This is an ootline o' my creed, 
That you and ither folk may read. 
But maybe you will shake your heid 

Wi' some misgivin', 
And even think me past remeed 

Amang the livin'. 
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And whan you don your sombre gown, 
You'll aiblins a' sic dowgs disown, 
And gie your airs a haly frown 

Maer like your office, 
Lest observation sets you down 

A glaiket novice. 

Whan that day comes, then fareweel, Eab 1 
The thocht o't maks me gie a sab, 
To think I'll hear thy reverend gab 

Wi' consternation, 
While every word may be a stab. 

Or deprecation. 

But though we differ — ^need we part ? 
The vera word has made me start. 
And yet it's no for want o' heart 

That you would leave me, 
But should you deem it richt desert. 

It maunna grieve me. 

Although my only pouch is toom, 
Gin I be soond in heart and limb, 
I carena, should I sink or swim, 

For though a sinner — 
I'll screigh oot Nature's latest hymn 

Wi' gleesome tenor. 

"But cease ! nor further urge sic folly, 
Thae idle notions are unholy. 
E'en a' your boasted reasonin's silly 

And fause as nicht ; " 
Thus Muse, grown dort and melancholy, 

Reviews its flicht 

Noo, fareweel, Rab ! when we foregather 
We'll hae a crack wi' ane anither, 
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And no a daft, lang-winded blether 

Like this that's gaun, 

So, if yon hae nae hank'nn' swither, 

You'll gie*s your haun*. 

Gude keep you frae a' evil drifts, 
And shore you weel wi' spiritual gifts, 
And while your canty stomach rifts 

Wi' ease and plenty, 
May nae ill put you to your shifts. 

But fin' you tenty ! 



AN EXCURSION TO THE WESTERN 

HIGHLANDS. 

DEDICATED TO MB. ROBERT GORDON, GLASGOW. 

Note. — The opening verses of the following poem refer to a con- 
sultation held on the evening previous to the trip it celebrates, by the 
members of the party who ultimately joined in the Excursion. As the 
place they wished to go to, had not been previously fixed on, it was 
decided, after deliberation, to go by the steamer ** Garrick Castle " to 
Arrochar. The Excursionists were six in number, viz. — Mr. Robert 
Gordon, Messrs. Andrew and William Arthur, the Author, and two of 
his sons. 

A day's excursion, ho ! to-morrow — 

If heaven be fair, as it is now, 
We need not fear a cloud of sorrow 

Will darken Hope's prophetic brow ; 
So we may confidently borrow 

A golden gleam of promised joy, 
Ifo cheer us by the Falls of Corra, 

Or in the vision of Loch Sloy. 

Or shall we visit famed Loch Goil,* 
To conjure love's romantic dream ? 

• The scene of Campbeirs tragic ballad, " Lord Ullin's Daughter. " 
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Or climb Ben Arthur's rugged pile 

In search of a poetic theme ? 
Or in Glenfinnart muse awhile 

On scenes that crowd the ravished eye ? 
Where beauty brightens Nature's smile, 

And grandeur rears its throne on high. 

Or shall the waters of Loch Long 

Bear us to Arrochar, the grand ? 
Where all that is sublime in song 

Invokes the spirit of the land ; 
And fame still lingers to prolong 

The deeds of Morven's host of shields, — 
When Ossian thrilled the victor throng 

Who shone in Fingal's deathless fields. 

Yes, on to Arrochar ! all said — 

That is, friend Gordon, and a few 
Congenial spirits,* thorough bred 

In all that's worthy, staunch, and true ; 
And thus, by social impulse led, 

We met next mom in happy tone. 
And felt for once life's cares were dead. 

Or for a time, at least, had flown. 

Then on the crowded deck we stood. 

And watched the steamer slowly glide. 
And leave the gazing multitude 

As on she hastened down the Clyde — 
Vibrating in majestic mood, 

With stem volition's giant power. 
That cleaves the ocean solitude 

In danger's dark and stormy hour. 

But peace slept on the waters then, 

Which glittered with a golden sheen, 
While every eye surveyed again 

The bright and wide-expanding scene — 

* Referred to in Note. 
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As holm, and hUl, and shady glen, 
Arrested the delighted gaze — 

Where all that gleamed to mortal ken 
Lay wreathed in glory's dazzling blaze. 

Kilpatrick's hills were left behind, 

As famed Dumbiick appeared in view ; 
While grey Dumbarton's peaks, combined, 

Seemed like a cone thus cleft in two ; 
And then we sped before the wind 

To murky Greenock's bustling pier. 
From which we hurried, unconfined — 

And left its harbour in the rear. 



Away across the waters blue 

Or green, may be oa near the truth ; 
But there is joy in either hue, 

To all who love the sea, in sooth ; 
But that apart — away we flew 

To where Loch Goil is wrapt in gloom, 
For mountain shades at times imbue 

Its lonely bosom, like a tomb. 

How grandly, in majestic pride, 

TJptower these adamantine hiUa ! 
In -^pine sovereignty allied — 

Heath-clad, and veined with glittering rills. 
Where storms career^ and whirlwinds ride 

Above their rent peaks, gaunt and dun ; 
Where thunder-clouds in tumult glide. 

And darkly veil the saddened sun. 

O Scotland ! deathless land of song ! 

How throbs the bosoms of thy sons — 
To know that to thy soil belong 

Fame's noble and immortal ones ! 
Yes, in our souls, where love is strong, 

Tliy name enldndles filial |»ide, 
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And 'mid the blaze of beauty's throng, 
Thy daughters spread thy fame as wide. 

What bard may conjure such a scene 

As here attracts the gazing eye % 
Where Nature reigns in regal mien. 

Enthroned in stem sublimity ! 
While over moor, and dark ravine, ^) 

The heron wings its stately flight, 
And far above where it has been — 

The eagle soars in fierce delight. 

And on the corries, wild and stem ! 

The stag uprears its antlered head 
Above the vale and misty tarn. 

Where wild fowl seek their reedy bed ; 
Or 'mongst the heathy bent, and fern, 

The hare disports in wanton ease. 
While foxes haunt the lonely cairn, 

And red deer sniff the freshening breeze. 

And see — the lofty torrent's fall ! 

Foam-wreathed, and wild in its career, — 
Fierce bounding o'er the rocky wall, 

As if hell-agonised with fear ; 
And thundering loud to echo's call— 

Baves madly as it frets along ; 
Kow writhing in the chasm's thrall, 

Or roaring like a giant's song ! 

Through gorge and valley let us stray, 

By wood and glen, and wizard path ; 
And to the glorious wilds away— 

Beyond the shore and open strath ; 
There spend the zephyr-breathing day 

Among the heather and the broom, 
Where freedom's soul-exalting sway 

Dispels life's town-bred care and gloom. 
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Now Arrochar's embowered retreat 
Invites the tourist throng ashore, 

Where all resort with willing feet 
To find a hospitable door ; 

And, favoured with a genial seat, 
We there refreshed the inner man, 

And with our social wants complete- 



Soon left to crown our mutual plan. 

Across the ferry from Ardmay, 

We reach Ardgarten's sylvan height, 
And with redoubled ardour stray, 

And climb the steep with all our might ; 
Or through the brackens force our way ; 

Or scale the frowning precipice ; 
Then rest awhile, though loth to stay. 

For higher gleamed the goal of bliss. 

From wild Glencroe's sublime recess, 

Where yawns the gloomy " Jaws of Hell," 
We to Ben Arthur's summit press, 

And o*er the boundless prospect dwell — 
Where proud Ben Lomond's loftiness 

O'ertops the giant hills around, 
And Nature's glory, in excess — 

Expands — transcendent, and profound ! 

Thus gazing from the Cobbler's peak — 

Storm-rent, and huge in Titan mould ! 
We stand as mutes — who cannot speak — 

Overcome by what we there behold ; 
And yet the wildered senses seek 

Some outburst of the pent-up soul. 
That feels its grandest efforts weak 

To break the spell's sublime control ! 

How weird-like sounds the plover's cry 
Amidst the boundless solitude. 
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Where lonely crow, or hawk wings by, 
And dreamy silence seems to brood ; 

While thus we gaze, and feast the eye 

On wood, and stream, and mountain-crest ; 

Let him whose soul may soar as high — 
In song be all his joy exprest. 

Come, bard of the heroic mood ! 

Whose lyre with deathless freedom thrills, 
Arise ! in fearless attitude. 

And wake the spirit of the hills, — 
E'en where our Celtic fathers stood, 

Or revelled with the festive shell, 
As Ossian thus — with fire imbued 

Might wake the harp's exulting swelL 

SHADES OF THE MIGHTY. 

SiLBNT shades of the mighty, who flourished in arms 

When the dauntless Fingal rolled the thunder of war, 
And the dark woody Morven, secure from alarms, 

Heard the voice of your deeds in the conflict afar ; 
Whero now is the sunbeam * that flashed to your glory ? 

And where are the echoing halls of your shells ? 
When fame thrilled the world with your heroic story, 

That now through the desert so mournfully swells. 

No more your shields glitter like ocean's bright sheen 

When the sun's golden lustre breaks over the waves, 
Nor the lightning of spears in your triumph is seen — 

Where the vanquished lay heaped in the red field of graves. 
Oh ! deathless and grand the renown of your valour. 

When the might of your wrath on the foemen was hurled ; 
And the haughty invader reeled ghastly with pallor, 

As you pierced the dense hosts of the King of the World I 

Then Liberty dwelt on its bulwark of hills. 

And awoke independence in each manly breast ; 

* Fingal's Standard. 
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Still ennobling the pride that its spirit instils — 

In the home of the brave, where your ashes found rest 

But where are your sons who once peopled these valleys? 
And your white-bosomed daughters % the light of the land ; 

Evicted by tyrants in cold-blooded malice, 

And wandering in tears on a far foreign strand. 

Awake ! Voice of Cona, indignant and stem — 

And invoke the pale ghosts of the heroic dead, 
To proclaim in the night-blast, from mountain and cairn, 

That their curse shall yet haunt the oppressor with dread. 
Behold the dark ruins of clachan and shieling, 

Now deserted and roofless, beneath the blue sky. 
Where the stranger oft pauses, absorbed in deep feeling, 

As he views the fell trace of man's power, with a sigh. 

Thus ended the impromptu strain, 

Amidst a thunder of applause 
That echoed over hill and plain. 

And rung through Hell Glen's rocky jaws ; 
And as our bard felt in the vein — 

To sweep the lyre's electric strings ; 
The silent souls of heroes slain, 

Bose in his eye, on viewless wings. 

Inspired by the eternal awe — 

That seemed to hush the air around, 
He felt the power of Nature's law 

Speak in the Vast, and the profound ! 
And whilst his soul divining saw 

Life's spiritual forms and hues^ 
He thus, unaided by eddiy 

Aspired to wake the lofty Muse : — 

THE SPIRIT OF THE HILLS. 

Ethereal spirit of the hills, awake \ 

And lift the misty curtains of thy throne 



[THE WESTERN HIGHLANDS. 91 

Above the altitude of pure ozone, 

That we may freely breathe with thee alone, 

And bless thee for the privilege we take — 
Whilst gazing from the mountain's lofty crest 
On heaven, and earth, and sea, in dreamy rest ; 
Where golden hues, and islands of the blest — 
Float on the estuary's azure breast. 

Or sleep in sylvan beauty on the lake. 

Arouse the echoes of the solitude — 

From gorge, and scar, and deep umbrageous glen ; 

From cataract and rill, and cavemed den, 

And Nature's weird-like haunts, untrod by men, 
And from the thrilling minstrels of the wood ; 

Send forth their voices on the upland breeze — 

The bleat of sheep, the dreamy hum of bees ; 

The pensive wail of birds from far-off seas ; 

The eagle's scream — and grander far than these — 
The roaring winds, in their tumultuous mood ! 

Unveil the dim traditions of the past — 

And let the pageant of its glory rise 

In visionary glimpses to our eyes — 

When Freedom's heritage, that never dies, 
Was nursed by Albyn's sons in every blast ; 

For thus they scorned to wear oppression's chain. 

While Caledonia, in proud disdain. 

Defied tiie Koman and invading Dane, 

Who scaled the mountain's massive slopes in vain — 
And found an ignominious grave at last. 

Instil our breasts with patriotic fire — 

To guard the cherished rights which Nature gave 
Before debasement hatched the servile slave ; 
And may no feudal ensign o'er us wave — 

To mock this aspiration and desire ! 
But) like yon ruined dungeon tower, and keep, 
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May lordlings, and their power, for ever sleep, 
And o'er their tombs leave no sad eye to weep. 
But in oblivion dark — profound and deep — 
Let all their baneful influence expire ! 

Come, mighty spirit ! come with aU thy storms— 
Amidst the grandeur of the lightning's flash, 
And roll thy terrors in the thunder's crash — 
That roars o'er the abyss, where torrents dash, 

And lurking horror clothes its murky forms ; 
Whilst night wails in the sadness of despair — 
As fitful shrieks and sobs convulse the air, 
O'er rocky gorge and cliff, abrupt and bare ; 
And by the moors and fens, where meteors glare — 

And creeping things resort in troubled swarms. 

Invoke the airy phantoms of the soul — 

When ghosts of heroes in their misty shrouds, 
Bise on the eye, or sit upon the clouds ; 
While gleams of battle on the vision crowds — 

And dying groans across the welkin roll ; 
Or brownies wander at the midnight hour, 
When water kelpies use their cantrip power. 
And spectres hover o'er the ruined tower 
Where maiden wraiths flit through the lonely bower,- 

And fell hobgoblins take all forms of dole. 

Uplift the soul to heaven, among the stars ! — 
And let it revel through the azure space, 
Where Phoebus glows in its appointed place, 
And comets wheel in their eccentric race ; 

While planets, from Uranus, down to Mars, 
Revolve in glory round the solar blaze, 
That lights all worlds with its electric rays. 
And gilds eternity's exhaustless days — 
Forever glowing with its Maker's praise, 

As thus the mom its eastern gate unbars. 

Or when the Winter piles the drifting snow. 

And thickly shrouds thy vast and wild domain-^ 
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Wliile desolation sits otL peak and plain, 
And lingers through the hyperborean reign 

Till Nature sickens in its torpid woe ; 
Still lift the soul to thy sublime retreat, 
While gloomy storms, and rain, and frost, and sleet, 
Invade thy awful throne, where tempests beat, 
And heaven and earth with frowning aspects meet — 

While hell yawns in the dread abyss below ! 

E'en thus, oh ! spirit ! we would still appeal — 
But that we mark the bright descending sun. 
And know this summer day will soon be done, 
But yet before its dazzling course is run — 

We'll follow — as the crows to homeward wheel, 
And leave thee to thy glorious abode. 
Where patriots and demi-gods have strode ; 
While manly worth prevailed, and beauty glowed, 
In bygone days — as now in these bestowed — 

To swell the pride our Scottish hearts may feel ! 

Farewell, ye scenes ! majestic and sublime ! 
Adieu, sweet streamlets, lochs, and fairy dells ; 
Ye lofty pine trees, cliffs, and rocky fells ; 
And all ye islets, where romance still dwells. 

And lends enchantment to this shady clime ; 
Farewell ! — ^and yet still linger in our dreams. 
To cheer us in the night with sunny gleams 
Of woods and vales, and flowers," and winding streams. 
And lift the soul above the meaner themes 

That links it to the sordid things of time. 

So ended this impressive lay, 

That thrilled the ardour of the soul. 
And like the golden clouds of day 

Diffused around the western goal, — 
Its blended thoughts in bright array 

Seemed gathered in a mental blaze. 
That radiates the memory, 

As ocean gleams with solar rays. 
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O PhoBbus ! vital God of Light ! 

How grand is thy transcendent reign 1 
That glows with universal mighty 

Controlling all worlds in thy train ; 
Still keep thy zenith of delight — 

Nor steal too soon into the West, 
For we would still evade the night— 

And be a few hours longer blest. 

But time and tide await no man — 

And from the shadows of the vale, 
We deem it as the wisest plan 

To bid adieu to hill and dale ; 
3o down the heathy slopes we ran, 

And found the steamer at the pier, 
Where ending as we first began, 

We took our share of social cheer. 

Away, then, down the Loch we flew. 

And left the lofty world behind ; 
Still gazing with delighted view 

On scenes that yet impressed the mind. 
And, ever hailing something new, 

We steamed into the Frith of Clyde, 
Then with a hearty, social few — 

Hobnobbed where thirsty souls preside. 

Oh ! jolly is the social hour. 

And strange the friendships which we form 
Obedient to the genial power 

That makes the happy bosom warm ; 
And thus, as snug as in a bower, 

We made the sparkling glass go round, 
Nor cared for gusty wind, nor shower. 

As long as merry hearts were found. 

Amongst a choice fraternal corps 
We hailed two natives of Japan, 

And found them versed in classic lore, — 
And all that makes the gentleman : 



THE WESTERN HIGHLANDS, 95 

And while we rifled learning's store 

From dan Confucius to Carlyle, 
We found they knew as much, or more, 

As any in our boasted Isle. 

Our Shakespeare, and our Doric Bums, 

And all the bards of lofty fame, 
They quoted and admired by turns. 

And weighed the worth of every name ; 
Our kings, and heroes, in their urns. 

And all the founders of the " schools," 
The wise, and great, the nation mourns, — 

And all its galaxy of fools ! 

Well pleased to find our Eastern friends 

Had probed our intellectual sphere, 
We learnt how simply Nature ends 

The false distinctions fostered here ; 
And how much intercourse amends 

The prejudice of race and creeds — 
As human sympathy extends 

Our common fellowship and needs. 

As these reflections crossed the mind, 

We then approached the Greenock pier. 
And were a little grieved to find 

Our mutual farewell drew so near ; 
But friends must part, however kind, 

And soon our " Orientals " fled. 
And left us and our " craft " behind, 

That once more on its passage sped. 

Whilst mingling with the motley throng 

That crowded on the lively deck, 
Where music toned the voice of song, 

And dancers reeled with droll effect ; 
A young man, handsome, tall, and strong, — 

Who seemed to glory in the fun, 
Was pressed to sing, and, right or wrong, 

.He piped a stave, which thus begun ; — 
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THE BANKS O' CLYDK 

Oh ! lovely are the banks o' the swif t-flowin' Clyde, 
And stately are the ships that on its bosom glide, 
While speedin' on their way, and sweepin' oot to sea 
Wi' a' their spreadin' sails to gladden fancy's ee. 
Fu' weel I love to dwell on cheery scenes like this — 
When thinkin* o' the past, and a' its oors o' bliss, 
Whaur sweet Dunotter lies beside Kilpatrick hills, 
For there the lassie bides that a' my bosom thrills. 

IVe been to foreign climes, and looked on a' their pride, 

But saw nae windin' streams sae braw as oor ain Clyde ; 

Nor could their fairest maids wi' my sweet love compare. 

For she is aye to me as guid as she is fair ; 

And still whaure'er I gang, I turn to early scenes, 

And fain would haunt their shades though distance intervenes ; 

But noo ance maer I seek Dunotter's sylvan knowe, 

Whaur some ane's heart I ken will sune be in a lowe. 

Oh ! leeze me on thy charms, my ain romantic Clyde ! 
Whaur mountain, moor, and glen, are loomin' far and wide ; 
While frae Dumbarton rock, that looks on minglin' streams. 
To gran' Ben Lomond's peak, is like the land o' dreams ; 
And as we near Dumbuck, and dimb its mossy broo. 
The sweet Gleniffer braes rise clearly on the view ; 
And noo while we a' hail the city o' the West, 
I'm thinkin' o' my hame, and ane that I lo'e best^ 

Oh ! I would like to dwell for ever by the Clyde, 
And view the noble barks that float upon its tide — 
As in the time gane bye I've sat upon the braes 
To watch their foamy tracks on bonnie simmer days, 
Wi' Jeannie sittin' near, or ramblin' by my side, 
Whaur love entwined oor hearts before she was my bride, 
And noo, wi' mutual joy oor troth will be confest 
When in the marriage tie we shurely will be blest 1 
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He ended 'midst a ringing cheer, 

In which the ladies joined with glee ; 
And so, the singer, it was clear, 

Had pleased their fancies to a T ; 
For love-songs always catch their ear. 

And stir the fountain of their hearts ; 
But that is not our purpose here. 

Though charmed with their endearing arts. 

The song went round ; and then they danced — 

Cotillon, strathspey, waltz, and reel ; 
And nimbly too, the motleys pranced — 

On antic toe, and lively heel, 
Till some drunk bacchanals advanced, 

And smashed the fiddler's violin, 
So that the fun was much enhanced 

Amid a Babylonish din. 

By this the shades of evening fell. 

And soon we marked the city lights ; 
And now there is no more to tell 

In which the memory delights ; 
But as we breathe our mute farewell, 

Or linger o'er the Muse's flights, 
Let it be ours at times to dwell 

On Nature's ever-pleasing sights. 
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And so the poet bids adieu 

To scenes recorded in this lay, 
But still recalls the social few 

With whom he roved upon that day ; 
And to fraternal feelings true. 

Bids friendship ever thus endure. 
That though apart, and lost to view, 

Their names may never be obscure. 

G 
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ALPHONA'S GRAVE. 

Those Sabbath bells ! how mournfully they chime ! 

And stir the sad reflections of the soul, 
Like echoes from the bourne of by-gone time, 

That seem to speak unto the years that roll, 
And wake the past — the visionary past ! 

That still returns to haunt the pensive breast, 
Till it absorbs its inmost thoughts at last, 

And lingers like a spiritual guest. 

Ah ! wherefore steals its sadness o'er my mind, 

While meditating on a scene like this — 
Where sordid care is haply left behind, 

As nature wraps me in its dreamy bliss f 
* Thus, as I muse, I mark yon ruined fane. 

Whose hoary tower still greets the friendly sun, 
And speaks of ages it recalls in vain — 

And of the dead, whose mortal race is run. 

There — in the midst of solitude it stands. 

Where grassy heaps appear in straggling row — 
With flowers and verdure trimmed by loving hands, 

To sanctify the forms that rest below. 
Oh ! ancient shrine of immemorial years ! 

How oft have pilgrims at thy altar knelt. 
And generations passed away in tears. 

Since holiness within thy precincts dwelt. 

The solemn chant, and fervent hymii of praise, 

Is heard no more within thy sacred walls, 
Whose venerable pride in gloom decays, 

As silence, like a shadow round thee falls : 
So fades the world upon the weary eyes 

When life is waning to its final close. ; 
And all the glow of conscious feeling dies 

As dissolution ends its fitful throes. 
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And yet how lovely seems this spot of earth 

Where beauty sleeps beneath the smile of peace, 
And flaunting tribes, of evanescent birth. 

On gilded wings enjoy their vital lease : 
The dreamy hum of the melodious bee : 

Now floating gaily in the summer air, 
Sounds with a weird-like sorcery to me, 

As if to lull the pensive soul of care. 

The song of birds that warble in the woods. 

The sylvan whisper of the gurgling stream. 
Awake the ear in Nature's solitudes. 

And soothe the senses like a faery dream, 
As yet the cadence of the dying bells 

Still murmur softly in the pulsing air ; 
While o'er the vale a pleasing echo swells, 

And seems to breathe a holy rapture there. 

Now all is hushed, and o'er the solemn scene 

There steals a soft and melancholy gloom, 
While mournful winds in sadness intervene. 

To break the stillness that surrounds the tomb ; — 
Here let me linger where the wearied sleep. 

And baffled pride forgets ambition's aim ; 
Where gentle Pity oft retires to weep 

O'er worth departed, though unknown to fame. 

Here sadly muse beside the humble grave. 

Where life's vain prospects with Alphona lies, 
And mourn the friend that virtue could not save, 

Nor wrest with death for an immortal prize. 
Thus lowly laid among his kindred dust, — 

Forgetful of the world he left behind. 
He claims no monumental pile, nor bust. 

To show e'en where his ashes are consigned. 

No vain regret disturbs his peaceful rest. 
He sleeps profound, unconscious of decay ; 
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The cherished hope still pregnant in his hreast 

Of resurrection and eternal day : 
Thus would the soul to future bliss aspire, 

When its frail tenement returns to earth ; 
Thus seek celestial realms on wings of fire, 

To shine with beings of immortal birth. 

The shrouded inmate of this house of death 

Was vitalised with spiritual flame, 
And nursed the saving influence with his breath, 

Nor questioned whence its blest assurance came ; 
The baneful doubts which oft assail the mind, 

Shook not the faith that fortified his soul, 
Nor dimmed religion's torch that lights the blind, 

And guides the spirit to its heavenly goal. 

Cheered by its aid he paced the vale of life — 

Where happiness too soon eludes the view. 
Till spent at last, he languished in its strife, 

And bade the darkening world a long adieu. 
So may the weary sleep in calm repose, 

When life's sad cares and mortal struggles end ; 
So may divine compassion soothe their woes. 

And death still be their refuge and their friend. 

To-morrow's sun will light this grassy mound. 

But its mute tenant ne'er shall greet its beams. 
Nor view the scenes now glimmering around. 

Which often charmed him — even in his dreams. 
The hallowed cadence of the matin chime 

No more shall soothe him in the Sabbath morn. 
When he forsook the sordid things of time 

To worship God, who heard him not in scorn. 

And yet the years which Heaven allots to man, 
Was to his hopes by fate's decree denied — 

Cut off before the life-abridging span 

Had chilled the glow of manhood's noble pride ; 
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But vain to him appeared the world's applause, 
Though formed to win the love of human kind, 

And with devotion to exalt a cause, 

He strengthened by the ardour of his mind. 

That cause — oh ! ever sacred and benign ! 

To bind all hearts in one fraternal tie, — 
For this he strove, and deemed the task divine. 

And showed, himself, how man should live and die. 
Shall worth and genius perish thus in death — 

And be forgotten in the crumbling dust. 
Nor even live in fame's capricious breath. 

To tell the world how fervent was his trust ? 

'Twere vain — for he who lies here lone and still 

Built not his faith on frail man's fleeting state. 
But trained his mind to God's most holy will, 

For so in worth the good excels the great. 
Though early summoned to the solemn tomb. 

His work was finished and his life complete ; 
His native virtues in their perfect bloom, — 

Nursed in the radiance of empyrean heat. 

Yet for his loss sad hearts are left to mourn, 

And pay the tribute which his relics crave ; 
Too soon, alas ! from kindred bosoms torn, 

To moulder in the cold and silent grave. 
Weep, mourner ! for the pilgrim now at rest, 

Oh ever linger near his gentle shade. 
And strew sweet flowers in memory of the blest, 

To bloom perennial where his head is laid. 

I^t pity bring its dewy offering here, 

To keep the daisies fresh in virgin bloom. 

That they may glisten with the trickling tear, 
As friendship's sigh recalls his hapless doom. 

Come sensibility, with melting voice. 
Deplore the fate that laid Alphona low, 
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And show how transient are human joys — 
Now buried with the form immured below : 

Bid tender Spring renew the verdant sod, 

That wraps his comeliness in earthly mould ; 
Bid Summer twine the warm beams of its Gk>d 

Around the shadows where he lies so cold ; 
Wake pensive Autumn from its sylvan dream, 

To blend its hues with glimpses of the past ; 
Whilst Nature's sadness to my mind shall seem 

To mourn his loss in Winter's hollow blast 

Tlie moody wind now moans above his head, 

As if in answer to my mental grief, — 
While lone and sad I seek his narrow bed 

To pour a sorrow where there's no relief : 
I weep for friendship — ^friendship that is dead — 

For all the world seems dead, now it is lost ; 
Ah 1 whither are the kindred pleasures fled, 

That strengthened sympathies life valued most ? 

The simple bliss of boyhood's sunny hours, 

The dazzling dream of youth's unclouded mom. 
The rapt enjoyment of the soul was ours — 

When manhood braved the world and dared its scorn ; 
The majesty and puissance of mind ; 

The sublimation of poetic fire, — 
In these we left life's gross pursuits behind, 

To soar where genius swept the deathless lyre. 

What all these vital aspirations now, 

That burned with ardour in our mutual aims, 
Mocked by death's pallor on the ghastly brow. 

Where dull oblivion blots out cherished names ? 
So pleasure ebbs like a receding tide 

lliat shrinks exhausted in the moaning sea. 
While lonely memories in grief abide, 

To consecrate the past, that fled with thee. 
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Thus left alone, I mourn thee, buried, friend ! 

For I indeed am lonelier than thou, 
And feel thy loss e'en as my hopes ascend 

To that abode where thou art ushered now. 
Oh ! if the ties the soul has formed below, 

May bless it still in an immortal state. 
We yet shall meet to dissipate death's woe. 

And muse in joy above the storms of fate ! 
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What state may befit the dominion of Love? 

High soaring beyond the environs of care, 
To dream in a palace of sunbeams above, 

Blent with hues of the rainbow, wondrously fair ; ' 
Say, shall fortune allure it with golden glare ? 

Or flatter its spirit with splendour and show ? 
Or shall glory come plumed in its martial air 

To fire it with conquest, enkindling its glow ? 

While self-questioned thus, I conceived in a dream 

That I sat all alone in a rustic bower, 
Where the bright hues of youth's fairyland did gleam, 

And all its emotions returned in that hour ; 
As fancy descried every stream, hill, and tower, 

Methought that I hailed them again in my joy ; 
Then longed to embrace the whole earth in my power, 

But grasping its sceptre it seemed but a toy. 

Inflamed by Ambition I mounted a throne, 
And sat there usurping the functions of fate. 

And revelling in might — to omnipotence grown, 
My Will became Power in its absolute state- 



To which Greatness bowed, and still felt itself Great ; 

While Nature, submissive, received my commands, 
And veiling its face as I rose to dictate, 

Relinquished its sovereignty into my hands. 
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I stood 'midst the universe, lord of the void, 

Which yawning shot forth coruscations of fire 
From planet, sun, star, and remote asteroid, 

While comets flew past me inflamed in their ire ; 
And lessening to sight till they seemed to expire — 

Disappeared in the womb of Eternity's night ; 
Where meteor fires gleamed, darting up in a spire, 

Till its gloom seemed to wink in their tremulous light. 

Unfolding my wings in the bright glowing levin, 

I flew in my joy to encompass the world. 
And move it still nearer the zenith of heaven, 

Controlling the elements, round its sphere curled, 
Wlien lo ! I beheld cloudy ensigns unfurled, 

As hurricanes ploughed the wild trough of the sea, 
And blasts muttered threatenings, defiantly hurled, 

Wliile mountains stood frowning in anger at me. 

The ocean tumultuously foamed as in scorn — 

Deriding my impotence — mocking my power, 
Till wounded in pride, by winged fury upborne — 

I seized the dread thunderbolt — hurled like a tower — 
And smote the gaunt mountains till all seemed to cower ; 

Then crashing it pierced Nature's terrified womb, 
And leapt among rocks like an SBrolite shower, 

And lit the abyss like a flame in the tomb. 

Then glancing from peak unto precipice brow- 



It gleamed like the ire of the Almighty's eye, 
On the sea's crested agony — penitent now, 

While Nature cried out with a death-piercing cry. 
That woke heaven's thunder, which rolled in reply, 

And earth in its orbit stood still with affright. 
And worlds reeled in terror as horror sat by. 

Where havoc rejoiced in the sweep of my might. 

Growing vain of my power, like the Titan of old, 
I climbed the empyrean, burning with pride, 
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And soared in an atmosphere flaming with gold, 
Where the sun shed a glory I could not abide, 

And abashed — felt a film instantaneously glide 
Across my scorched vision, grown suddenly dark, 

Though burning in light where the orb seemed to hide, 
While I groped in its beams with intuitive mark : 

Then leaping with passion that nerved my soul's bound, 

I darted like flame to its chariot seat, 
And grasping the reins, — there auspiciously found, 

I directed the coursers' fire-pawing feet. 
And drove on in madness, destructively fleet, 

Across meteor tracks through the azure of heaven. 
To the goal of Eternity — where I might greet 

The acme of Power for which I had striven, 

Careering still onward through ruin and wrath — 

Where worlds in collapse strewed their horrors around, 
Destruction and fury consuming my path, 

While death's awful silence extinguished all sound. 
And mute desolation bowed down to the ground ; 

Thus reckless as Phaethon — threatening the world, 
I burned with presumption that roused the Profound — 

Who dashed me to earth — down indignantly hurled ! 

Soul-stunned by the fall, half asleep and awake, 

I lay in a dreamy oblivious state, 
Opprest with a languor no effort could shake. 

And wholly unconscious as to my fate ; 
Prostrated and powerless, beneath a dead weight, 

My heart beat so slow in its struggle with death — 
I beckoned to Nature beside me to wait. 

And close my dim eyes, or receive my faint breath. 

While thus on the flower-spangled verdure I lay, 
My thoughts crowded timidly back on my mind — 

Awakening reflection to aid reason's sway. 
And shape its conceptions, all dim and confined. 
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Till hope still might lead me — nor look once behind, 
To some future bliss I e'en trembled to name — 

Invoking a spell that for ever should bind 
My soul, with a rapture still dearer than fame. 

I looked up to heaven and felt all alone, — 

Then sank back appalled in the depth of despair, 
And cried unto Nature in piteous tone. 

Till a smile of beneficence solaced my care ; 
And rapt in communion with solitude there — 

I felt a new influence flood every sense, — 
Restoring my faculties, subtle and rare, — 

Absorbed in a passion refined and intensa 

Then rising imbued with sensations sublime, 

I traversed the labyrinths of life in my joy ; 
Still wandering like Theseus, of olden time. 

In search of the Minotaur I would destroy — 
To find tbe silk clue of the beauteous Boy, 

Which fair Ariadne unwound in the maze — 
To guide love to bliss, ever free of alloy, 

'Midst charms that grow lovelier still as we gaze. 

I found the sweet clue which affection had given, 

That led me enraptured to love's rosy bowers. 
And passing its portals, was ushered in heaven — 

Where my bosom was fanned by its jubilant hours ; 
And quenching my thirst in its nectarine showers, 

I supped its ambrosia — food of the gods ; 
And felt divine ecstasy soothing my powers. 

That lifts the dull mortal above where he plods. 

Advancing where Love in its sanctum awaits 
The pilgrim who comes to adore at its shrine, 

I saw — as I opened its odorous gates, 
Thelena stand there in her beauty divine. 

And tracing her features in every line — 
I felt my soul's ecstasy stirring my tongue. 
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While watching the glow of beatitude shine 
On her radiant brow where rich tresses hung. 

Said I, in rapt utterance unto my soul — 

This is thy Thelena ! wilt thou still adore — 
Still own thy sweet deity's gentle control, 

And enshrine her in song to live evermore, 
Or bare her bright image in its living core, 

To show the glad world its ineffable charms, 
And like an enthusiast over it pore — 

As Pygmalion wooed his bride to his arms f 

My soul's deepening fervour communed in reply — 

Oh ! darling Thelena ! still ravish my sense ; 
Fill my thoughts with thy being — waft every sigh 

To solace my passion that burns in suspense, 
And let all its ardour to rapture condense, » 

Whilst thy sympathies flow to ratify mine, 
And draw my existence in unity hence — 

To blend with thy spirit, and make love divine. 

Be my sweet interpreter — source of delight, 

Keveal to my vision the secret of things ; 
Unveil Nature's mysteries, still wrapt in night. 

And let my ideas expand their crude wings — 
While love in its ecstasy bums as it sings, 

And nature still nurses the flame in its heart ; 
Thus teach me to know what experience brings ; 

To study myself — and still learn what thou art. 

Still let me trust in thee — sweet soul of my dreams ! 

And so reconcile me to life's chequered scene ; 
May thy love be for ever as pure as it seems. 

And no malign influence e'er intervene 
To change our devotion from what it has been — 

And is now — and for ever with me shall remain, 
Unchanged, and unchangeable, so may it lean 

On constancy, never yet dimmed by a stain. 
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Then, as mortal decay besets our worn frames, 

And the last throb of life subsides in the breast, 
Immortals shall deck thee — entwining our names — 

While wafting our souls to the realms of the blest ; 
Thus death, when it comes, ever comes to invest 

The spirit of Love with more exquisite grace ; 
When parted, 'tis only that one form may rest, 

While the other prepares a lasting embrace. 

I paused — and a strain of sweet music arose, 

Awakening my soul from its wonderful trance, 
And gazing around me, I tried to compose 

My heart throbbing still as if whirled in a dance, 
And casting on Nature one fond, fervent glance, 

I said — oh ! sweet Nature ! how lovely art thou ! 
Then thought I beheld a bright spirit advance 

With contemplative mien and ethereal brow. 

'Twas fancy I — or else 'twas a wood-nymph I saw, — 

Surprised as she turned to regain her loved shades ; 
While modesty fluttered her bosom with awe 

To see a strange mortal appear in those glades, 
And rising, methought — 'tis but rudeness invades 

Where gentle timidity seeks a retreat ; 
So straying where loveliness ever pervades — 

I pressed the sweet wildflowers that grew at my feet. 

And gazing with joy on these fays of the dell, 

I breathed my fond fancies in Nature's still ear, 
And said — as the words moved my tongue like a spell, 

" How sweet are thy children, to me ever dear ! 
For my love is a flower — the queen of the year. 

And these are her sisters, so pretty and gay." 
Perchance her sweet spirit is lingering here 

To brighten the lustre that gladdens her day. 

Thus musing, the voice of the Nymph I had seen 
Replied in faint echoes prolonged in the vale — 
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" Oh ! Love is a monarch of glorious mien, 

Whose sway to the ends of the earth shall prevail, 

But Power is unstable — Ambition shall fail, 

And those who would wear — must first win a crown, 

While Love crowneth all who may enter its pale. 
And its bliss far transcends the joy of renown. 

" Oh, mortal ! exult in thy soul's happy choice ; 

And seek in Love's triumph all triumphs combined ; 
For Love rules the universe — source of its joys 

The God of the bosom, and Lord of the mind ! 
And life's mighty issues, to fortune assigned. 

Still depend on the sovereign pleasure of Love ; 
So let thy devotion be ever inclined 

To worship its spirit while hope smiles above." 
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Written on "Arthur's Skat." 

<* Edina ! Scotia's darling Scat ! 
All hail ! thy palaces and towers ! " — Bums, 

Once more I sit on far-famed " Arthur's Seat," 
Where I have often perched in boyhood's days, 
And stood delighted, gazing on the scene 
Now spread before me in a gorgeous glow 
Of Urban splendour, blent with rural charms. 
Here let me rest my outstretched limbs awhile, 
To ease the palpitation of my beating heart, 
And breathe the bracing air of this pure realm. 
Whilst I survey, with inward joy once more, 
The beauties of this loved Arcadia. 

What scene more fascinating, or as fair 

In Earth's wide bounds, than this — now witnessed here ? 

Not Athens in its glory, lingering still, 
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Nor all the loveliness of Tempe's Vale — 

Which lives enshrined in never-dying song, 

Gould equal this in gorgeous wealth of charms ; 

Stretching away in undulating swell — 

From where the Pentlands rise to heaven's brow 

Down to the rolling Forth's expanding shores, 

Where white-winged fleets sweep out to swelling seas, 

Or crowd the port of Leith, or Granton pier, 

Or ride at anchor on the dancing waves 

Now glancing in the sunbeams, gilding all ! 

See, how the river's shining breast winds on 

Through links of loveliness, kissed by the sun ; 

Bright flowing past historic fields and towers, 

Where Scotland's heroes shattered Edward's host, 

And Bruce the Bold regained his Country's Crown. 

Thence onward through romantic scenes it rolls 

To pour its waters in the spacious Firth, 

Now spreading out its azure floods afar. 

Laving the Fifean shore in ifcs great joy. 

Or sweeping round Inchkeith — ^the Isle of May, 

It breaks its waves against the gloomy Bass — 

Yon dungeon rock which rises from lie sea, 

Where Berwick Law is dimly seen beyond. 

Those curling eddies of white wreathing smoke 

Which overhang the townships by the coast — 

Where fishing-smacks are rocking in the bay, 

Oft guide the fisherman's experienced eye 

When home returning at the dawn of mom, 

And cheer him in his struggles through the storm ; 

There famed Newhaven, redolent of fish. 

Smiles by the margin of the briny flood, 

And boasts a race of Amazonian dames, 

As fair, robust and brave, as ever stood 

Arrayed in smiles to conquer manly hearts — 

Of that bold type who traffic in the deep, 

Unique in garb and healthy as the breeze 

Which speeds the boat that " wins the bairnies' breid." 
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The eye excursivo ranges further on 

Where Portobello smiles in quiet joy, 

And panting youths, by Summer heat opprest, 

Enjoy the cooling breezes from the sea, 

Or plunge into the bosom of the tide 

To bathe, and revel in the rippling waves, 

In wanton sportiveness and boundless zest, 

While maidens stroll with half-averted eyes — 

In meditative walk along its strand, 

Or seek the cool embraces of the flood. 

How oft have I at early mom or eve, 

In Summer months, or Autumn's ripened prime. 

Strayed in the blest luxuriance of youth 

Adown yon path descending to the shore, 

And like a triton leapt into the waves. 

Or rose upon the billow rolling in its might, 

And on its breast rejoiced like some wild bird 

Far out at sea on its own element. 

Or dived or gambolled like a dolphin there — 

And felt my bosom heave with swelling joy. 

Wild as the surge that breaks upon the strand ; 

Ah youth 1 how glorious in thy glowing prime ! 

So full of hope, and strength and buoyant joy ; 

Exulting in the present as the age of bliss. 

And dreaming of the future fancy paints, 

A paradise of gold, and gorgeous hues, 

Which, as thy manhood comes, fade by degrees — 

And then the fllm falls from thy saddened eyes 

To leave thee groping in the gloom of fate. 

Such is the fruit of youth's exuberance, 

And thus exotic joy is counterpoised 

By stem realities, which come to storm 

The veiled delusions of the sanguine mind. 

And hurls it from the airy height of bliss 

To weep and die in life's sad vale of tears. 

The glowing sun now wheels its westward course 
Careering round the golden zodiac, 
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And lures the eye to " Yon romantic town/' 

The " Heart of fair Midlothian," — there it stands, 

In all its bright magnificence and pride, 

The Athens of the age, the " darling seat " 

Of Royal Scotland, gleaming in the sun ; 

Its smiling gardens, terraces, and towers ; 

Its works of Art, and monuments of fame ; 

Palatial structures, hospitals, and squares ; 

And classic piles of Greek and Roman mould ; 

Art temples, seats of learning, and of law ; 

And sacred edifices reared to God ; 

With institutions of unnumbered kinds,^ — 

Its noble Senate, where now justice reigns ; 

Erst Scotland's Parliament, when regal power 

Encompassed Legislation's sovereign Acts, 

And swayed this kingdom in its plenitude. 

Now left a monument of former days ; 

And Holyrood, the palace- of her kings. 

Still standing yonder in its fair domain. 

As if it slept in lonely majesty 

Beside its ruined Abbey's fallen shrine, 

Protected by the Castle, girt for war. 

Rearing its bold and rugged front abrupt — 

It frowns majestic in its fearless pride 

And guards fair Scotland's Capital and Crown. 

Here is the " Coigno of Vantage " where the whole 
Can be commanded with exulting glance : 
This towering rock on which we stand is formed 
By the all-favouring hand of Nature, — 
E'en as a Lion couchant, whose proud gaze 
Now sweeps within its scope the matchless view 
That bounds the regal city of the North — 
Enthroned in splendour, glittering at its feet. 
Retreat sublime ! where oft the ravished eye 
Of early stranger gloats upon the scene, 
As smiling mom salutes the drowsy world. 
And Phoebus gleams amongst the kindling hills ; 
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While admiration revels in the sight, 

And fires imagination with a vital joy, 

As the enchanted gaze regales the sense 

With the romantic prospect, and inhales delight : 

Here I could sit, and with unwearied eyes 

Still dwell on objects of memorial joy, 

And gaily muse the lingering hours away. 

Or sing enraptured of Edina's charms 

In numbers fraught with harmony of sound — 

To compensate for poverty of thought 

Unequal to the theme which now I sing ; 

Or in a retrospective reverie — 

Here ponder on the past which comes no more 

To strew its flowers on pleasure's sunny paths. 

When boyhood roved in ecstasy of thought 

Gay as the butterfly on golden wings, 

Disporting in an atmosphere of bliss. 

While nectar sparkled in the cup of life, 

And fancy lapped the soul in hope's romance. 

Why is it pleasure lingers in our dreams 

When age has chilled the heart, and left us sad 

With care and trouble written on the brow 1 

Oh ! there is something in life's early joys, 

Which leaves ethereal traces in the mind 

That ne'er can be effaced in after years. 

And when returning by the beaten tracks 

O'er which we wandered through the world's bleak wastes. 

To visit youthful scenes, the heart leaps up 

As if it welcomed home, the happy home 

Of unalloyed existence — when its pulse 

Was light and buoyant, and the bosom pure. 

And seems again to hail its native ties 

With clinging fondness and subdued delight 

E'en thus I would recall my bygone days. 

When in their levity I would disport 

In social haunts, or seek the rural scene, 

And stray amongst the solitary woods 

H 
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By Esk's pure stream, or caves of Hawthomden, 
Where graceful Drummond woke the classic lyre ; 
Or visit Koslin's consecrated shrine — 
Unique and beautiful, and wondrous fair ! 
And lingering near this casque of florid art, 
Would mark the ruined castle's buried site. 
And think upon the great of other days ; 
Or gaze abstracted in the silent courts 
Of grey Craigmillar's lone and massive pile ; 
Or range the Pentland Hills in airy joy, 
And feel the vigour of the sweeping blast ; 
Or meditate among Braid Hills awhile ; 
Or wander to Corstorphine's woody height 
To taste the sweets of solitary thought . 
Beneath its sylvan shade in summer tide. 
And view my native city, lovely there ! 



How glorious ! — when with a social few 

We crossed the Firth to fair Burntisland's shore, 

To have a day's rejoicing in its pleasant bounds ; 

Or row upon the bosom of the swelling tide, 

Or bathe exulting, like the Grecian youths 

Who sought the shores of the -^gean sea 

To quench the burning ardour in their veins ; 

And we, though Scottish youths, felt all their heat, 

And prized our Forth as once they did their sea, 

And could have swam it, as the Hellespont, 

If but another Hero lent her charms, 

And waited a Leander in her bower. 

These were the days ! and youth may boast them still, 

And in the after life look back the same 

As I do now, with pleasant memories, 

And wake the social flame enkindled then^ — 

Recalling friendships it may know no more. 

Quenched in the grave and silent for all time. 

Need I recall them ? can I e'er forget ? 

Oh, never ! but the joy they bring me now 
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Is blent with melancholy and regret : 

Friends who were gifted, social, kind, and true ; 

"Wlio loved the lyre, but loved mankind still more. 

And in the genial circle passed the glass, 

With kindling ardour in their manly breasts, 

Which knit aU hearts in warm fraternal ties, 

As thus in many an hour of mental joy • 

We have recalled the memories of old, 

And from their shadows hailed the mighty throng 

Who still hold empire o'er the kindling soul, 

The Doric spirits of immortal verse, — 

Facetious Allan * with his pastoral pipe. 

And youthful Fergusson, precocious bard ! 

Who. led the way for Scotland's foremost son — 

Immortal Bums ! Theocritus of song ! 

And Ettrick's shepherd, with his sylvan lyre, 

Overshadowed by the wizard of romance — 

Chivalrous Scott J the minstrel of the past. 

Who thrilled the world with echoes of delight. 

Ere Byron, with heroic soul aflame. 

Burst on the senses with volcanic power, 

And with Promethean fire relit the mind ; 

While Jeffrey reigned, and Hazlitt charmed the page 

Where Brougham revelled in his caustic power, 

And quaint De Quincey led the soul in joy 

Through the ideal glory of his dreams, 

When the " Review " t embraced the mental world. 

And " Maga " J still retained its classic tone. 

Where Wilson, Macintosh, and Delta wrote ; 

With other names of constellated fame, 

Which shine for ever in their deathless spheres. 

And need I dwell upon the tender flame, 
That hallows memory and soothes the soul 
In its sad hours of retrospective thought ? 
Ah ! these are inner secrets of the heart 

* Bamsay. 
t Edinburgh Heview. J Blackwood's Magazine. 
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Which may not be divulged to idle ears, 
Nor desecrated by the vulgar tongue ; 
But then the jealous Muse may still point out 
The lonely walk in Nature's sweet retreats, — 
The sympathetic glow, and fervid sigh, 
The loveliness, which ever kindles love, 
And yields its bosom to the swelling joy 
That heaves responsive to the lover's vows. 
These I have prized in many a lovely walk 
Amidst these scenes still smiling in my view, 
With one who was whatever love could be, 
Where often we have lingered till the moon 
Brought stillness on our path, and shed its beams 
Around these hills, and o'er the wide domain 
By thee, sweet Duddingston ! a favoured haunt. 
When summer leaves had shaded every seat. 
To lovers dear ! and dear to pensive minds ! 
But why rehearse the sacred tale of love ? 

I still would linger, but the wind is up, 

And blows with gusty vigour in my face ; 

The clouds are gathering on the horizon 

With threatening aspect, and in grim array, 

All bearing from the sea, they cast a shade 

Upon the darkening waters as they come. 

But hold ! — my reverie ! the boisterous gale, 

Regardless of a poet's sacred scrolls, 

Has blown some flighty manuscripts away, 

And I am left to mourn in secret grief 

O'er this disaster — melancholy loss 

Of grand ideas, irreparable ! 

The roaring winds grow more outrageous, 

And threaten danger if I stand upright ; 

So now with deep regret I must descend 

The steep and slippery declivity, 

To measure the precarious surface 

With cautious footsteps all firm set and sure, 

For danger lurks in every step I take, 



I 
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Ready to overwhelm a hapless victim 
Down yonder cleft of adamantine rock, 
As solid as the anvil, heard in heaven, 
When it resounded to the ringing blows 
Of brawny Vulcan in red Etna's womb, 
When erst he forged the thunderbolts of Jove. 
There death would be horrific, and the wounds 
All gory gashes hideous to view ! 
But now those fears are past, and I am safe 
Below the rugged crags of Salisbury, 
Where the ruined chapel of St. Anthony 
Still stands, a meagre mass of shapeless walls, 
Laid prostrate by the stern assaults of Time. 

My lyre is hushed, and all its strings are loosed. 

But still vibrating faintly in the air — 

As if they mourned the languor of the Muse, 

Whose wings are folded in the balm of rest ; 

And I must now depart, and bid farewell 

To all these scenes embodied in my song. 

And thee, Edina ! and thy social sons. 

And lovely daughters, good as they are fair, — 

To memory and friendship ever dear ! 

May bright prosperity still be their lot. 

And every happiness the heart can know — 

From bosom ties, or fortune's brightening smiles, 

Attend them still through life's else dreary path. 



THE SUN/ 

" All hail ! resplendent King of Day ! " 

It is the Sun ! behold its glorious beams ! 

Which light the orient with a rosy glow, 
While o'er wide heaven the golden lustre streams. 

And earth and ocean gleam with joy below. 
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The mountains, glancing with their burnished crests, 
Now smile majestic in their lofty pride, 

Where winding floods display their glittering breasts. 
And onward through emblazoned regions glide. 

The purple vales and grand primeval woods 

That crowd their glories on the musing eye — 
Salute its splendour in their solitudes. 

And chant their anthems as it flames on high. 
Li-fe's myriads wake to greet its vital rays. 

With souls exulting in Creation's joy, 
While kindling in its universal blaze 

The crimsoned clouds its gorgeous tissues buoy. 

And on the sea, now gay with roving ships. 

Its dazzling sheen illumes its mirror there, 
Save when obscured by envious eclipse 

It hides its face in floating wreaths of air ; 
Then bursting through the vapour of its gloom — 

It gleams in brilliant flashes of delight 
Where Nature smiles in its luxuriant bloom. 

And blushes as it hails the lord of light. 

The joy of worlds ! and quenchless lamp of heaven ! 

That flames sublime, with vivifying power. 
An attribute which at its birth was given 

To foster life till Time's remotest hour ; 
For thus, when darkness veiled the realm of space. 

Existence sprang beneath its kindling beams. 
And Joy, soul radiant with Love's embrace. 

Led Fancy through a paradise of dreams. 

So, in the dewy glory of the mom 

We hail the lustre of its kindling ray — 

That robes the world it rises to adorn 

Upon the burning throne of empired Day ; 

Thence glows in state, rejoicing in its reign, 
Till Hesperus gleams o'er its fading crown — 
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When in the west amidst its gorgeous train, 
The blazing god in regal pride goes down. 

How may we contemplate its bright cjareer ? 

Or sing the paean of ecstatic life ? 
When round the zodiac tliat rules the year, 

It lights the earth through every phase of strife, 
And brings the seasons in their stated turn, 

As when ordained to crown the vast Design — 
Within its orbit it began to burn, 

As now we see its radiant grandeur shine. 

Oh, thou resplendent orb of living day ! 

Whose glory floods illimitable space, 
What worlds revolve to thy electric sway, 

What comets wheel in their amazing race ? 
The meteor forms that flash eccentric light, 

The countless stars which crown the azure void, 
All glow around thee luminously bright. 

By thee enkindled — as by thee upbuoyed. 

What wondrous God, omnipotent and good. 

Thus fashioned thee — refulgent and divine ? 
And set thee up majestic — as He stood — 

When o*er Creation's dawn He bade thee shine ? 
Hast thou a memory of bygone years. 

When chaos fled before thy pristine beams, 
And planets were adjusted in their spheres 

Ere their momentum kindled to thy gleams ? 

Or hast thou witnessed the primeval Man, 

When first he stood before his Maker's face, 
And was exalted in Creation's plan. 

To be thereafter subject to his race ? 
The earth, the sea, and all that therein dwell — 

Throughout the. ages have been known to thee, 
Say then — what secret oracle may tell 

Whate'er has been — and what is yet to be 1 
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The darker birth of unrecorded time, 

The brighter era of historic fame, 
Reveal a gap before the age of crime — 

When Nature blushed at man's attainted name : 
Thou hast beheld the empires of his might, 

And seen his grandeur humbled in the dust ; 
Hast viewed the tyrants who went forth to smite, 

And curse the earth with dark ambition's lust. 

Thus oft beneath the rapture of thy smile, 

Have mortals groaned in agony and tears ; 
And still in carnage, cruelty, and guile, 

Life mourns the horror of its darker years. 
How long, Sun ! will guilty power prevail ? 

How long the bosom in its anguish bleed. 
Before thy light will shine through mercy's veil, 

And man exult in his fraternal creed ? 

But why should mortals so appeal to thee ? 

Who knowest not the secret oi thy birth, 
Nor can disclose what thy own fate may be. 

Nor that of any who inhabit earth : 
Thou art as dark, with all thy vivid beams. 

As is the clod — now fructified by them. 
And mortals learn more in their midnight dreams 

Than thou — though crowned with glory's diadem^, 

Like them thou hast a time-allotted span. 

When thy magnificence will shine no more, 
And with the final Ichabod of man, 

Thy grand career of triumph will be o'er ; 
But he shall not become extinct like thee — 

When his humanity of form is dead ; 
But rise to hail the deathless jubilee. 

Where the redeemed are by immortals led. 

His soul may thus confront thee in its pride, 
And claim eternity of joyous life — 
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'Midst boundless glory — where thy own shall hide — 
When thou and it have ceased their active strife. 

The satellites which crowd around thee now, 
And all the circling orbs of dazzling light, 

Shall fade while gazing on thy darkening brow, 
And with thee perish in eternal night. 

For He, — before whose Presence thou art dim. 

Shall in His brightness dissipate thy own, 
And thus all light— ineffable in Him, 

Shall be absorbed in the Eternal Throne : 
Then wherefore should we laud thee with acclaim. 

Though thou art e'en a minister of grace, 
When all is due to the Creator's name — 

Who kindled thee to bless our favoured race ? 

But, Sun ! we owe thee homage of a kind — 

E'en as the luminary of the world ! 
And thus the burning tribute of the mind 

Reflects the splendours round thy orbit curled. 
A cloudy drift now comes to hide thy beams, 

And steals across the zenith of thy joy. 
While Nature in a pensive aspect seems, 

As life's dark caiea again our thoughts employ. 

Thus sadness chills the sanguine sense of bliss, 

And hopes are blighted in our brightest hours, 
When in the view of chequered scenes like this — 

The soul's revulsion prostrates all its powen ; 
But thou wilt soon shine out again, Sun ! 

And turn these clouds into a robe of light. 
To glow around thee when the day is done — 

And flaunt thy glory on the brow of night. 

So man, exulting in the strength of mind. 

Surmounts obstruction with transcendant aim, 

And leaves the splendour of his deeds behind — 
In the immortal prestige of a name. 
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Adieu, bright orb ! still bright though now unseen, 
Adieu ! but let thy passing frown be brief — 

That all again may hail thy glorious sheen, 
And Nature's bosom feel a glad relief. 
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» 

Oh ! restless ocean ! rolling in immensity ! 

Majestic, boundless, trackless, and sublime ! 
Once more I view thee with profound intensity. 

Lone Vista of Eternity ! highway of Time ! 
Where awe beholds the lineaments of God ! 

And power sweeps thy abyss at His dread nod : 
How may I wake the soul's conceptive power, 

Or wing its thoughts across thy heaving breast. 
To sublimate the rapture of an hour, 

And muse upon thy glories unexprest — 
While gazing on thy universal waste. 

By stellar orbs and circling zones embraced ? 

Upon thy bosom's measureless expanse 

Creation's hosts might meet in vast parade, 
Or in embattled myriads advance, 

And seem but as a thundercloud of shade — 
Thus moving densely o'er thy rolling waves. 

To sink enshrouded in their foam- wreathed graves 
So in thy depths, dark yawning for the doomed. 

The empires of the world might sleep unseen. 
And all that moves in light lie there entombed, 

Effaced, and formless in organic mien ; 
Whilst thou, unaltered in thy grand domain, 

Wouldst murmur as of yore thy wild refrain. ' 

Dread theatre of havoc, and of might ! 

Where tempests shake the pillars of the world, 
And horror darkens the chaotic night 

As heaven's appalling thunderbolts are hurled — 
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Thy deadly fury rends the groaning bark, 

Thus battling with destruction in the dark ; 
Or smit'st the armoured navies in their pride, 

That awe the nations with impending fate ; 
Whilst thy fierce waves in foaming wrath deride 

Man's vaunted power— where thou alone art great ; 
And surging in thy elemental glee 

Ingulfs his bulwarks in thy revelry. 

Omnipotent, mysterious, and profound ! 

What fierce-winged storms brood in thy solitude ! 
While terror listens to their deepening sound, 

And mortals shudder in their hardihood — 
As thy huge billows heave them to the clouds 

All clinging with death-gi-asp to rattling shrouds. 
Or shrieking in their agony to God — 

Writhe in thy waters as their ships go down ; 
And gasping, cast a last wild look abroad — 

As thus they sink beneath thy awful frown, 
While wild birds scream out their tumultuous dirge, 

And horror revels in thy dreadful surge ! 

Ice-clad and ghastly — round the Polar zone 

Thy dormant might lies absolute as death ; 
Outstretched in torpor, silent, and alone ! 

Beneath grim winter's hyperborean breath, — 
While fitful gleams peer through its spectral night. 

Where pent-up mortals pine in drear twilight, 
Till Aries once more unshrouds the day. 

As soft- winged breezes kiss thy hoary breast, 
To loosen the dread bonds that curb thy sway. 

And woo thy billows in their fierce unrest. 
Till in the glory of resistless power 

They chafe with ire as heaven's dark aspects lower. 

Great World of Waters ! reservoir of heaven ! 

Where sun and stars relume their quenchless beams, 
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And rifted clouds across thy depths are driven, 

Or burn with glory in prismatic gleams, 
The earth's streams flow to thy eternal goal — 

Whose mighty currents sweep from pole to pole ; 
While thy fierce tides in ceaseless ebb and flow. 

Rush round the globe, impassioned in their race, 
As Luna modifies their moods below — 

Attracted by the spell of her wan face, 
That shines upon thy bosom through the night. 

While dreaming o'er thee in thy lone delight. 

Dark, vast, and fathomless in thy abyss. 

Whose depths are pregnant with the shades of death, 
While thy tumultuous breakers seethe and hiss — 

When maddened by the fierce tornado's breath, 
That lashes thee to frenzy — surging wild. 

Till billows foam — on dreadful billows piled ! 
Or with gold lustre glittering like a bride — 

Crowned with the boundless glory of the sun, 
Thou in thy transport pour'st the golden tide, 

To pillow its bright locks when day is done, 
Then with enamoured bosom sink'st to rest. 

Still blushing as if love had made thee blest ; 

Or with the dawn salut'st thy God again. 

As bright Aurora leads the purpling hours, 
Enkindling Joy's celestial rapture then. 

To glorify her oriental bowers, 
And pour its sheen upon thy dancing waves — 

All gleaming like the pearls hid in thy caves ; 
Or rolling thy wide flood to every shore — 

Thou bind'st the nations in fraternal ties, 
Embracing regions man would still explore 

On thy great billows, which like arches rise — 
And form the everlasting Bridge of God, 

Where myriads have crossed but never trod. 

And as their fleets traverse thy solemn waste, 
Ear from the dreamy shores of wished-for land, 
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The eye beholds the azure world embraced — 

By gorgeous hues, unutterably grand ! 
Where Sol, pavilioned in effulgent sway, 

Rejoices in the paradise of Day — 
Enthroned above thy world-encircling flood ; 

Where teeming life conceals its wondrous forms 
Which prey on all things vitalised with blood — 

That hapless perish, wrestling with thy storms, 
When mortal toilers, sinking with their ships, 

Descend thy depths, lost in life's dark eclipse. 

There mighty cities lie, and treasures vast ; 

Armies and navies buried in thy slime, 
And skeletons of millions — all aghast — 

Strewn 'midst the wrecks of immemorial time ; 
Hark ! to the dirge of the eternal waves, 

Now murmuring above their fearful graves ! 
Thy depths existed ere the birth of man. 

When all Creation passed beneath his sway, 
Until thy Deluge o'er his empires ran. 

And swept his works and progeny away ; 
Enveloping the world — by thee entombed — 

When all things living perished with the doomed. 

And Judah's fugitives in after years 

Saw God divide thy awe-uplifted waves, 
Through which they passed pursued by hostile spears. 

When Pharoah's hosts rushed there and found their 
graves — 
Deep buried in the overwhelming tide. 

That to this day with their life-blood is dyed. 
What dreadful scenes have met the frenzied eye 

When war's red horrors blazed along the deep, 
And hostile fleets with thunder shook the sky. 

With broadsides to the foe in deadly sweep — 
And terrible Armadas, foiled by storms. 

Lay shattered in thy gulfs in riven forms. 
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The typhoon's fury, and the sudden squall, 

The sweeping hurricane's destructive blast ; 
The spiral flood * — ^most wonderful of all ; 

The trade-winds, speeding on the vessel fast ; 
Are agents of thy elemental power — 

Propitious or fatal in their hour ; 
And towering icebergs — phantoms of the gloom, 

Glide o'er thy darkened waste in awful form, 
To gleam with horror in the crash of doom — • 

As ships are ript that have defied the storm. 
And mariners appalled — start in despair — 

To find a hideous grave too surely there. 

Where art Thou, God ! in such an hour of fate — 

When mortals seek Thee in their agonies ? 
Canst Thou abandon whom Thou didst create ? 

And shut Thy ear to their soul-piercing cries ? 
Hush ! impious tongue ! revere their sacred sleep. 

Heaven sanctifies these pilgrims of the deep. 
Oh ! fearful flood ! would that thou wert my home ! 

So I might revel in thy frantic joy, 
Or track the pole star through thy hoary foam. 

When fate's dread aspect threatens to destroy. 
Then welcome destiny upon thy breast. 

To sleep sublime in death's eternal rest. 

I've stood upon the noble vessel's bow. 

When riding o'er thy dark Atlantic wave, 
And as I gazed on heaven's resplendent brow. 

And then upon thy universal grave, 
My spirit longed to be for over free — 

And plunge uncoffined to Eternity ! 
Such is thy influence on musing minds, 

Whose sympathies obey thy mighty spell ; 
And as the magnet's strong attraction binds 

The trembling needle when thy surges swell, 

* Waterspout. 
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Imagination sweeps the horizon, 

Where thy magnificence becomes its throne. 

The gorgeous isles that smile upon thy breast, 

Crowned with the golden glory of the sun, 
Repose in joy, like visions of the blest, 

When storm-tossed seamen dream their goal is won — 
As o'er thy depths they plough their lonely way 

To seek the haven of some friendly bay, 
Or mark afar, upon thy utmost verge, 

The towering peak gleam high in crested pride. 
Where light and darkness ever seem to merge, 

And glimmer faintly o'er thy sweeping tide. 
That laves the world in its tumultuous joy, 

Calm in its might, or surging to destroy. 

The traveller through the earth's remote confines. 

Longs to behold thy azure realm once more ; 
The slave who toils, the exile who repines. 

Sigh oft as freedom beckons to thy shore. 
Where town hordes rush — as once those Greeks didr flee, 

Who cried with Zenophon, — the Sea ! the Sea ! 
Thus have I often hastened to thy beach — 

As Nature's passion led my captive soul, 
To hear thy solemn elemental speech. 

While solitude reigned there in mute control, 
Lulled by thy roar incessant and profound, — 

That fills thy shells — all pregnant with the sound. 

I love to hear thy hollow voice, Sea ! 

When rolling billows break upon the strand ; 
In fancy's ear it seems to speak to me 

Of some far distant and mysterious land. 
To which my soul instinctively would fly, 

And greet the glory of a brighter sky : 
So would I linger on thy lonely shore, 

And list to winds that moan so mournfully, 
As if they grieved for those who are no more, 

And breathed their never-dying elegy ; 
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Or sang the requiem of ages fled — 
Unto the living kindred of the dead. 

I've watched the aspects of thy changing moods, 

And learned from these how life's dark lot is borne ; 
Saw every phase of its vicissitudes — 

In thy calm rapture, or thy hiss of scorn, 
When breakers dashed their spray upon the bar. 

Or ripples played where ships came from afar ; 
And round the domed illimitude of heaven, 

My soul has revelled with the fleeting clouds ; 
While in its joy ethereal dreams have striven 

To wrap my fancies in their fleecy shrouds, 
And blend them with the golden sunbeams there — 

To hover o'er thy breast like birds of air. 

Thus have I mused in early days gone by, 

And sat for hours exulting in the breeze, 
While thy expanse absorbed my gazing eye, 

And led my thoughts across thy distant seas, 
Contemplating my hidden destiny, 

And where I yet might wander, borne by thee. 
Oft on this wide and solitary beach 

I've paced the sands with one whose name is dear. 
And with that friend enjoyed what sages teach — 

The mental converse and fraternal cheer ; 
But fate withdrew him to a far-off clime, 

Where he perchance recalls that happy time. 

Could I again behold his honest face. 

What happiness would glow within my heart ; 
But by some sad mischance I've lost all trace. 

And mourn his absence where we grieved to part, — 
Ye billows ! greet him on some favoured shore, 

And warm his breast with kindred thoughts once more. 
Farewell ! sad sea ! reluctantly I hie 

To sordid haunts of care-engrossing life. 



TO GEORGE MURRAY. 129 

Where I shall oft recall the gull's weird cry 
And hear thy murinur in the mortal strife — 

-^s if it whispered — " Come, return to me 1 " 
So will I in my dreams, again, Sea ! 



TO GEORGE MURRAY, POET. 

Oh, poet of the fervid soul !. 

Of many moods and vital fire — 
That scorns the sordid world's control 

In thy devotion to the lyre ; 
Still let thy cultured thoughts aspire, 

Where fancy soars on joyous wings. 
While feeling wak6ns to admire 

The deathless lay that passion sings. 

And as thy Muse with loving eye 

Surveys sweet Nature's bright domain, 
May rapture ever hover nigh — . 

To vitalise thy pregnant strain 
With truths — none ever seek in vain— 

When sympathy expands the view. 
And Grenius leads its shining train 

That sublimates the gifted few. 

'Tis thine to wake the voice of fame, 

And bid it charm the throbbing heart — 
Until the bard's electric name 

Becomes thy being's deathless part ; 
Thus blent with an immortal art, 

Which lives throughout eternal time, 
Thou need'st not dread the fatal dart 

That makes the soul's release sublime. 

Then, Murray, let thy ardent lays 
Still burn with patriotic pride. 
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Enshrining Freedom in its blaze. 

To live for ever deified ! 
While Love, like a bewitching bride, 

Enchants imagination's dream — 
As Joy, and Friendship, at its side 

Alternate wake the varied theme. 

So may thy Muse, with native fire, 

Sing Erin's charms, or mourn her woes, 
Or wake perchance the Doric lyre. 

As sympathy or impulse glows ; ■ 
While wit, or melting pathos, throws 

A subtle charm that nerves thy power — 
Which ever must be felt by those 

Who prize the bard's immortal dower. 



THE RAINBOW. 

Resplendent arch of glory ! that doth span 
Heaven's azure valley with commingled hues ; 

Revealing to the wond'ring gaze of man 
The burning seal of God in what he views ; 

Thus glowing with all colours that suffuse 
An evanescent splendour o'er the sky. 

As silent rapture wakes the soul to muse 
Upon the covenant of the Most High — 
Wherein His mercy shines to every mortal eye. 

How beautiful and wondrous in thy form ! 

Shaped by refraction in a zone of air, 
Emerging from the chaos of the storm, 

Robed like a seraphim, divinely rare ! 
To charm all eyes, and draw attraction there, 

As thy bright girdle seems to compass heaven. 

And now grown double — lo ! — one faint and fair. 
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Looks like the reflex of effulgence riven 
From out thy vestured glory — where the gloom has 
striven. 

Art thou a wreath to brighten summer's brow, 
When Pluvius has deluged all the plains 1 

Or in thy halo, which we witness now, 
Does Ceres consecrate the genial rains 

That aid the labour of the gladdened swains ? 
Who see thee smile upon the pregnant fields, 

Or mark the amplitude thy girth attains — 

Where lakes and rivers shine like silver shields. 
And all the earth is bridged within the space it yields. 

Hast thou a solar faculty of light 

To animate the smile of Nature's face ? 
Who views thy shining structure with delight, 

And ponders silently as if to trace 
A transient omen that may shift its place. 

And leave dark troubles frowning on her brow — 
Or else discover in thy sign of grace 

A bright assurance — like a holy vow — 

That halcyon peace will shine — as seems prophetic now. 

The city myriads with glancing eyes. 

Look on thy beauty as a mural crown, 
That kindles their spontaneous surprise. 

And throws a lustre o'er the regal town — 
Where murky vapours lose their sickly frown, 

Or melt away into a flood of light. 
Through which a glimpse of azure joy looks down. 

As thy magnificence attracts the sight. 

And fires the poet's fancy in its airy flight. 

The mariner upon the troubled deep 

Sees thee bestride its elemental bounds, 
Above the hurricane's tumultuous sweep. 

While foaming billows rush with boding sounds, 
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And ocean darkens as its roar resounds, 
To angry winds, tliat die away at last — 

As thou o'erlook'st the cloudy ridge that frowns 
Upon the waters seething wild and vast, 
Till toilers of the waves forget their perils past. 

The mountaineer upon the Alpine height 
Beholds thy arc embracing hill and vale. 

And, gleaming on his eyes with radiance bright, 
He stands to muse and gladly bids thee hail. 

While gazing on thy tints so deep and pale. 
Soft blent with mingled affluence of tone. 

Which round thy magic girdle seems to fail. 

As shifting clouds may change where thou hast shone. 
And as he looks again perchance thy glow has gone ! 

Oh ! smiling symbol of exulting Hope ! 

Still shine triumphant in the storm of fate ; 
While through its gloom the soul's aspirings grope 

Until it soars again, with joy elate ; 
As life's turmoils and morbid fears abate. 

To greet the promise of a glorious day, 
• And in thy kindling beams anticipate 

Heaven's sunny hours, ethereal and gay, 

That chase the clouds of care till they all melt away ! 






A MOTHER'S GREETING TO HER 

FIRST-BORN. 

First born of love ! thy tender cry 
Awakes my yearning heart's reply, 
And from thy lips untasted bliss 
I long to take the first sweet kiss. 
As thus I clasp thy infant form. 
Now lying near me soft and warm ; 
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While all the fondness of my breast 
Flows in a stream where thou art pressed — 
Encircled in the arms of love, 
To hush asleep my pretty dove I 

Oh ! let me look upon thy face 
And bless the lineaments I trace, 
And with a mother's gladness see 
Thy father's miniature in thee ; 
His fine-shaped head and noble brow, 
And mouth ! and chin ! — as I avow — 
His very nails and fingers too ! 
How beautiful ! and sweetly true ! 
Ah ! now it opes its dreamy eyes, 
As if it felt a strange surprise ; 
Though quite unconscious of its state. 
Where loving faces round it wait, 
As nurse so kindly shades the light 
To suit it to its tender sight ; 
There ! I can see a seraph's smile 
Play on its pretty cheeks the while, 
As if it knew that love was near 
To guard it in its native sphere. 

Sweet innocent ! I little knew 
Love's fondness so intensely grew, 
Until its measureless degree 
Absorbed my very life in thee. 
Nor felt a joy that could impart 
Such rapture to my throbbing heart, ' 
Which well repays the poignant throes 
O'erburdened Nature undergoes 
Before the little stranger's face 
Reveals the features of its race. 
And comes to wake domestic bliss 
With happiness supreme — ^like this ! 

Dear pledge of love's recorded vows, 
And that devotion Heaven allows 
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To him who is my bosom^s choice, 
And sharer of my earthly joys — 
If thou art spared to grow in grace, 
As love and truth adorn thy face. 
Thou yet may be my solace here 
Should I be reft of one too dear — 
When death appals the lonely heart, 
Where none can act thy father's part : 
Which Heaven avert for thy sweet sake- 
Or rather me in mercy take, 
And leave him still the cherished care 
To tend thee with the love we share, 
Which both of us wiU fondly bless 
While life is crowned with happiness, 
My own sweet darling ! mother's pet ! 
A world of joy is dawning yet. 
And Ma and Pa shall live to see 
Their brightest hopes expand in thee. 



MISFORTUNE. 

Though we are sore depressed to-day, 
And wearied out with mortal toil, 
To-morrow we may haply smile — 

As hope relumes its faded ray : 

Then let us henceforth be resigned, 
Nor murmur at the frown of fate. 
But rather emulate the great. 

Whose fortitude exalts the mind. 

To bear — what still is sadly borne, 
A stifling agony of soul — 
O'er issues we could not control. 

Saves us at least from heartless scorn. 
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And thongli we sink amongst the poor, 
E'en there perchance we gain esteem, 
Though pride may arrogantly deem — 

Worth mean and worthless when obscure. 

Oh, God ! what some endure in life — 

If we this hour could only know, 

It would o'ershadow all our woe, 
And even shame our mental strife : 
Then nobly rise above despair, 

And with strong will retrieve our lot. 

For not until resolve has fought — 
Can we life's ruined plans repair. 

Faith is a necromantic word — 

That strengthens human energy 

To meet the evils of the day — 
When souls to active aims are stirred ; 
So may its influence prevail 

Above the vapour of our grief. 

And patience will afford relief. 
Though all our efforts seem to faiL 

Away with futile, dark regret ! 

And let the light of hope expand 

Till sunshine glorifies the land, 
And joy may gild our sadness yet 
In heaven there is a potent Eye 

That marks our silent sufferings here. 

And sees with pity every tear 
That pleads where mercy hovers nigh. 
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SwEBT bud of affection, now faded and dead, ' 
Ah ! where has thy spirit of innocence fled ? 
To mingle with forms of celestial birth, 
Unstained by the sin of this grief-blighted earth. 
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Thou cam'st like a sunbeam to dazzle awhile, 

And waken new joys with thy dear winning smile ; 

Then passed as a shadow o'er life's summer day, 

Leaving hearts in love's loneliness pining away. 

Thus joy after joy leaves us desolate here, 

Sad Mourners ! suppressing the sorrowing tear ; 

"Whilst dreaming we see 'midst the bow'rs of the blest. 

Thy sweet infant spirit reclining at rest, 

Awaiting the dawn of a sure coming day. 

When the angel of death shall call us away, 

And wafting the soul to the portals above, 

Kestore to the bosom its treasures of love : 

Though lost for a time, and now hidden to view, 

Till then, oh ! till then, lovely seraph, adieu ! 



SOLITARY SCENES, 

WRITTEN ON THB ROAD PROM FINTRY TO LBNNOXTOWN, 

STIRLIN6BHIRB. 

From life's vain haunts I musing stray 

O'er lonely moors, through tangled woods. 
Where mountains rise to hide the way, 

And guard the sylvan solitudes ; 
Swayed by the soul's impulsive moods — 

How sweet to pace this silent dell ! 
Where memory delighted broods 

O'er youthful joy's rekindled spell. 

Here pleasing Fancy sweetly reigns, 

And bids its gay erratic throng 
Inspire the poet's rustic strains. 

And glow in his impassioned song. 
Or leads his buoyant soul along 

With rapture on his dreamy way — 
Still whispering with alluring tongue 

To prompt the lover's ardent lay. 
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Come, Joy ! enthrone my Darling here ; 

Oh ! if I saw her fairy face, 
How cheerful would these wilds appear ! 

E'en in this weird and lonely place. 
On rosy wings my soul would chase 

The gay and giddy-footed hours ; 
But I am only left to trace 

Her beauty in these wildling flowers. 

Majestic on her upland throne — 

'Midst rugged grandeur, Nature reigns, 
And speaks unto the soul alone — 

While awe pervades her still domains ; 
And, lo ! the lark's inspiring strains 

Enchant my senses as I stray — 
Still nearer to the fertile plains. 

While Phoebus gilds my pensive way. 

The sunny slopes with fleecy sheep. 

Upon my gladdened vision rise. 
While watchful crows their vigils keep, 

Or fill the air with carping cries. 
The timid curlew upward flies. 

And, darting through the azure way, 
The hawk, with penetrating eyes. 

Pursues its little, tuneful prey. 

To all these scenes I bid adieu, 

And enter Campsie's wondrous glen, 
That seems to the delighted view 

To mock the power of tongue or pen 
That would describe to maids — or men — 

Its mingled charms, grotesque and grand, 
Where many come to gaze again 

On this bright realm of fairyland. 

The cascade's wild resounding fall, 
The streamlet's soft and prattling flow, 
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The turtle-dove's melodious call, 
The dashing flood that foams below, 

Entrance the soul with rapture's glow, 
And thrill the senses with their spell ; 

While loveliness appears to grow. 
As music bids the echoes swell. 

'Midst these retreats where beauty dwells, 

And contemplation loves the gloom — 
As weird romance dreams in the dells. 

And pleasure hails the golden broom, 
The peaceful hermit might consume 

His days in unmolested ease ; 
While Nature in its summer bloom 

Its heathy wilds delighted sees. 

The glowing sun far in the west. 

Now bids adieu to parting day : 
Still lingering on Benlomond's breast, 

It leaves a last empurpled ray 
To blend with evening's sober grey. 

Which clothes the hills and shades the vales ; 
While night resumes its ancient sway. 

Till joy another morning hails ! 
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bugo^ted by a recent view of edinburgh from 

Arthur's beat. 

O Memory ! how time has flown 

Since I in childhood strayed 
Within my own dear native town, 

Whose beauty ne'er shall fade ; 
For Nature with exulting pride 
Has throned it like a regal bride — 
Where splendour gleams on every side, 

In sunny smiles arrayed. 



MINE OWN ROMANTIC TOWN, 139 

How fair the scene, how grand the view 

From Arthur's rocky height ! 
Where every charm that boyhood knew 

Appears with fresh delight ; 
But ah ! I feel so sad and lone — 
Here seated on its airy throne, 
Recalling friends now dead and gone — 

Or lost perchance to sight. 

The wind that revels wild and free, 

Moans sadly in my ears, 
Thus mournfully reminding me 

Of joys bedewed with tears — 
Of early pleasures that are fled. 
Of bosom ties untimely dead. 
Of years still rolling o'er my head, 

And troubles, cares, and fears. 

Oh ! bright-hued city of my soul ! 

Why should I conjure gloom 
While heaven's meridian glories roll 

O'er thy Arcadian bloom ? 
'Tis that the social chords are rent 
Which to imagination lent 
The lustre of thy firmament — 

When friendship knew no tomb. 

Yet in the glory of the past 

Thy beauty is enshrined. 
While, o'er the retrospection cast, 

Romance imbues the mind 
With memories that shall not die. 
And visions which entranced the eye 
With gleams of immortality 

And hopes and joys entwined. 

Alas ! the dream of life is gone. 
And love and friendship dead, 
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And, like a pilgrim looking on, 

I brood o'er shadows fled ; 
While in thy bright memorial smile, 
That beams on every sun-robed pile, 
Enchantment glitters to beguile 

My feelings fancy led. 

Thy rocky Castle's ramparts grey, 

High heaved, abrupt, and grand. 
Stand grimly in the front of day. 

War-clad, to guard the land ; 
While temples, domes, and stately towers, 
Tempean vales and rural bowers, 
Kissed by the gay and sunny hours, 
Adorn its wide command. 

Adown the ancient Canongate 

The Palace stands alone. 
Where Scotland's kings, and lords of state 

In courtly splendour shone ; 
With other haunts of titled pride. 
Where now the squalid poor reside. 
Are seen obscure on every side — 

Their feudal grandeur gone. 

Oh ! shrines of bright historic fame ! 

That crowd upon my eyes. 
And gild my country's deathless name 

With glorious memories ! 
How may I thus survey the past. 
And know this glance may be my last, 
Ere death's oblivious pall is cast 

O'er life's forgotten sighs ? 

Farewell ! green hills and sylvan vales 
That deck the urban scene. 

And every object rapture hails 
Arrayed in joy between— 
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Those monuments that greet the day, 
And glance on Forth's delightful bay, 
Where ships and islands far away, 
Repose on Ocean's sheen ! 

Adieu to all ! but ere I go, 

Oh ! hear a pilgrim's prayer — 
May glory's sun for ever glow 

Above a realm so fair J 
And pleasure brighten every eye 
Beneath Edina's azure sky, 
Till yonder sun itself shall die, 

And quench all earthly care. 
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Death ! be not tardy in thy dread approach ; 

Strike quickly and release my soul from pain ; 
Oh ! let not mortal sympathies encroach 

Upon my thoughts that memory soothes in vain. 
Come ! dull oblivion ! immolate all sense, 
And let unconscious life steal softly hence. 

I do not fear thee, solemn King of Doom ! 

But dread the weakness of my burdened heart, 
Where silent agony has hewn a tomb, 

And torpor waits the fiat of thy dart. 
Ere bosom ties may quicken into life. 
And wrestling with thy throes prolong this strife. 

Farewell, sad world ! too sad to wake regret. 
And yet its sadness sublimates my soul, 

That in beatitude would fain forget 

The sorrows that have gathered round its goal, 

Where Love's last sigh absorbs my dying breath, 

And consecrates the silent realm of death. 
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THE ROSE. 

Your cheeks, fair maid, are like the rose 

That blushes on your breast ; 
Your breath the fragrance that it throws 

When winds sigh in the west ; 
But, severed from its native earth — 

See how its charms decay; 
And yet the sweetness of its birth 

Still lingers where you stray. 

So, like the rose, your charms will fade 

As years steal on apace, 
And that fair form at last be laid 

In earth's profound embrace ; 
But, though it is in vain to strive 

Against this sad decree, 
Thy bosom virtues will survive 

And blossom after thee. 

Thus, while in life, good actions show 

The beauty of the mind ; 
As we depart this scene below 

Their fruits are left behind — 
E'en as the odour of the rose 

Survives its quick decay ; 
So will thy memory disclose 

Thy worth when passed away ! 



ODE ON THE DEA TH OF THE PRINCE 

IMPERIAL. 

Oh ! Nations ! who in armoured faith await 
The blazoned triumph of Imperial pride, 

Do ye not see the iron halid of Fate 

Outstretching darkly, ominous, and wide ? 
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The Teuton's Kaiser, and the Russian Czar, 

And Islam's despot trembling on his throne ? 
While Bfeipsburg's fortune pales like some faint star, 
And other sceptres barely hold their own 
Amidst internal foes, 
Who, o'er their wrongs and woes, 
Brood in revenge, until the destined hour 
Hurls fell Oppression from the strongholds of its power. 

See smiling France, whose mental glory shines 

Above the nations who impeach her name. 
And now on her own majesty reclines, 

Effacing every trace of former shame ; 
For thus she bore the agony of years 

Beneath Imperial infamy and crime, 
Till, writhing in the midst of blood and tears. 
She burst her fetters and arose sublime, 
Trampling the Purple down 
Beside the Tyrant's crown 
Who dragged her to the infamous abyss. 
In which his star was quenched, with scorn's eternal hiss. 

Yet he, the scion of the fated name. 

Who bore the spell that lingered round his race, 
Confronted Destiny, in search of Fame, 

To win the honours he could fitly grace ; 
And thus he fell on a barbaric shore. 

Beneath the savage thrust of deadly spears, 
To be deplored and mourned for evermore — 
A youthful hero, worthy of the tears 
Which now spontaneous fall 
From the sad eyes of all, 
To consecrate his woeful obsequies. 
Whose death so well became a soldier's sacrifice. 

Weep for his early doom — lament him dead. 
And let his virtues be his deathless deeds, 

While pity hovers o'er his youthful head — 
As she, whose lonely bosom moans and bleeds, 
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Beveals to God her great maternal love, 

And calls her son, in her convulsive grief, 
To answer the appeal it wings above 
And give her soul reciprocal relief 
In this her trying hour, 
"When Death's appalling power 
Blots out an Empire's heritage in him 
Whose image fills her eyes till anguish makes them dim. 

But as we pity this brave Prince's fate, 

His country's ordeal should not be forgot : 
Though in its weal his thoughts did concentrate, 

And hers the glory his young spirit sought, 
Yet, by the vultures which surround a throne, 

His Dynasty could only be restored 
Through slaughter and humanity's death-groan ; 
And thus by France and Liberty abhorred, 
He might, had Fate allowed. 
Have been Imperial browed ; 
But with his country's scorn and deadly curse. 
Which, though his end was sad, this surely had been worse. 

Then let us, for a noble nation's sake. 
See in his destiny the hand of God, 
Who in this martyred life did haply break 

• The power to wield a sanguinary rod, 
And left the sunshine of a sweet repose 

To form a halo round his honoured bier. 
While thus his country's wounds are left to close 
Which he perchance remembered with a tear. 
And while France lifts her eyes 
Beyond where he now lies. 
May peace and bright prosperity be hers — 
Unbroken as his rest — no earthly discord stirs. 

Thus be thy endless sleep, oh ! hero-souled ! 

Whose tragic death moves every heart and tongue. 
That mourns thee sadly — though by sages told 

That whom the gods do love death takes when young ; 
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So France released will ever bless thy rest — 
Where guilt and intrigue have no power to come 
. And cloud her destiny, so long opprest — 

Who fears no master now since thou art dumb, 
And in thy fated death 
Inhales immortal breath 
To grace historic ages with her fame, 
And give her sons, like thee, a bright redeeming name. 



TO MY DOG. 

*• Love me, love my dog/' 

My dog ! thy bright sagacious face 
Looks up with an ingenuous grace 
That plainly shows the honest race 

From whence thy virtues sprung ; 
And in those eyes which beam on me 
Thy native dignity I see. 
Where courage and fidelity 

Speak with a silent tongue. 

Unlike the faithless race of man 
Thou hast been true since life began ; 
And though thine is a shorter span 

Thy worth lives to the last ; 
For when thy master's heart has bled 
As friends in his sad need had fled, 
He prized what dumb affection said 

In troubles that are past. 

Brave dog ! though bom to brook control, 
It is not for the want of soul ; 
For all thy faculties are whole. 

And perfect in their kind. 
As Nature meant them to be used — 
Not through debasing vice abused, 

K 
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But by instinctive wisdom fused 
To form the canine mind. 

Though mortal egotists may vaunt 
Of virtues dogs are said to want, 
Thou wilt most generously grant 

Their poor pre-eminence ; 
Nor seek to be as proudly vain, 
But humbly serve — while they may reign ; 
Nor claim the triumphs they attain — 

Save in the better sense ! 

My noble dog 1 when thou shalt die, 
Though others doom thee so to lie. 
And turn on thee a stony eye. 

As scarcely worth a tear, 
By me thy loss will then be felt 
As sadly as if sorrow dwelt 
"Where friendship in devotion knelt 

Beside the mournful bier ' 
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To suffer, and to bear extremes of fate. 

Attests the greatness of a noble mind, 

Which, falling back on its own faculties 

In life's dread hour, awakes their inborn strength 

To arm it with invincible resolve, 

"Which soon redeems the forfeit of misfortune ; 

E'en as a hero, scorning all defeat. 

Returns to battle with the forlorn hope. 

And with tenacious purpose, tries once more 

To win a triumph, and retrieve the day 1 

So do thou likewise, and rely on God 

To win thy way to fortune and renown ; 

E'en though disaster strews thy desperate path, 

March on undaunted unto victory ! 



THE POETS REWARD^ 147 

Nor look thou back upon the gloomy past, 
For it is dead — the Aceldama of thy hopes, 
Strewn with their skeletons, and ruined plans 
Designed by thee in life's delusive dream ; 
Employ the present and forecast the future, 
When thou hast gained the object of thy quest, 
And fixed thy foot upon a rock of adamant, 
"Which fate itself would fail to breach or storm. 
Then rear the mighty structure of renown, 
And weave a robe of immortality 
To wrap thy soul when Nature's sad farewell 
Bedews its wings, plumed for eternity.: 



THE POETS REWARD. 

" He asked for bread, and they gave him a stone.** 

The wayworn poet, when he asked for bread. 
Was rudely told to wait till he was dead ; 
And when the grave had decomposed his bones 
His soul would have a feast of chiselled stones. 
So he abode till the appointed hour. 
Bequeathing to the world a priceless dower, 
In recompense of cold, neglect, and wrong, 
Which he forgot in his immortal song ; 
And when privation drained his latest breath. 
His spirit rose above the shade of death. 
And spread its wings upon a flood of light 
That grew resplendent to the dazzled sight. 
And, like the sun in its meridian glow, 
It kindled joy e'en in the shades of woe. 
And lit the living world from pole to pole 
With the electric lustre of the soul. 
Then rose the sad lament above the dead, 
And stones were heaped above the poet's head, 
While sculpture decorated every part 
With the expressive grace of classic art^ 
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And pilgrims came from every clime on earth 

To see the cottage where he had his birth, 

And muse upon the monumental shrine 

Where genius made his memory divine 

And glorified the land where he was bom. 

Ah ! shall we breathe the bitterness of scorn, 

And say he died in poverty and woe ? — 

Soul-quenched by Fate's inexorable blow, 

Surrounded by the wealthy and the proud, 

Who did not e'en provide him with a shroud ; 

Nor would they own the grandeur of his soul 

Until its deathless influence o'er them stole. 

And spread the scandal of their sordid shame. 

That woke remorse when conscience heard his fame ; 

Then with hypocrisy that grew sublime 

They made a blazing virtue of their crime, 

Declaring that his genius was unknown 

Until the spirit of the bard had flown. 

And with most fulsome homage on their lips 

Made him an idol, none may e'er eclipse ; 

And now they pile the tributary stones 

To consecrate the poet's coffined bones, 

As if memorial masonry atoned 

For mean neglect of worth they once disowned 

And persecuted for his noble zeal 

In pleading for the right, and human weal, 

Amidst contumely, calumny, and wrong, 

As thus in glory he crowned life with song ; 

And now they seek a pantheon for his shade, 

Where sacred honours may be duly paid. 

To show their mental reverence for the dead. 

Who perished while he begged their bitter bread, 

Athirst, and famished, sick, and woe begone, 

A fate too sad for grief to dwell upon. 

Oh, Lord ! remember in the day of wrath 

The Philistines who crossed the Minstrel's path, 

And fixed their shark eyes on his troubled face, 

Like bloodhounds on the fugitives they trace ; 
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Scowling upon him, while he strung his lyre 

With wild pulsations of celestial fire, 

That gleamed like lightning on a barren rock, 

Where thus they stood as if combined to mock 

The aspirations of his martyred life, 

Borne down at last amidst its wolfish strife ; 

While they passed on and left him thus to die — 

Unmindful of his need or parting sigh ; 

Then, with phlegmatic apathy of soul, 

Begrudged his relics e*en an earthly hole 

To hide the light of heaven within its gloom. 

Where misery shuddered over such a tomb, 

And vulgar pride glanced with affected scorn 

Upon the buried song-god, humbly born, 

Yet crowned with glory on a mental throne. 

Which sceptred monarchs would be proud to own, 

And wield the spell that hallows mortal ties 

With an electric throb which never dies. 

For in the vital echoes of the lyre 

Thought, meteor-winged, speaks with a tongue of fire, 

That sublimates the soul, till every sense 

Glows with the faculty of prescience ; 

And life becomes a deathless ecstasy. 

Where Hope triumphant holds eternal sway : 

Thus Genius, wielding universal power. 

Enriches Nature with a glorious dower. 

Whose lustre flashes in exulting song, 

Illuminating life's promiscuous throng, 

Whose homage deifies the poet's name, 

Encircled with imperishable fame. 

Who by an apotheosis sublime 

Becomes a living oracle of time, 

Enshrined for ever in the throbbing heart 

The mighty master of a matchless art ! 

Oh, Cleon ! what, if this were said of thee ? 

In thy career how near the truth would be ! 

Thus great in mind and in thy trials great. 

But, like the Stoic, dignified by fate ; 
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And yet 'tis sad to think, what fears presage, 
That cold neglect may cloud thy honoured age ; 
And while thy country echoes with thy fame 
It thus may blend thy glory with its shame ; 
As Burns the laurelled minstrel of all time. 
Made its renown the theme of every clime, 
Though on its breast his mighty heart was laid 
Beneath chill poverty's depressing shade ; 
Deserted ere his too brief life was run, 
And death eclipsed its bright meridian sun. 
To leave hearts mourning o'er his woeful doom, 
Wrapt in the brooding shadows of the tomb, 
As tears assuaged the memory of a wrong 
Borne by the silent hierarch of song, 
Who left behind a glorious heritage — 
To bless humanity in every age. 
As thou, oh, aged bard ! wilt pass away. 
Amidst the glories of thy setting day, 
Bequeathing to the world a mental light 
To radiate the gloom of troubled night. 
And gild the darkness of the sordid heart, 
Dead to the teaching of a noble art. 
Which now appeals unto a selfish age, 
To show how suffering may exalt the sage. 
Yet in that truth — behold the sacrifice — 
But not with apathy's cold owlish eyes, 
Winking before the blazing orb of day. 
To open them when life has waned away. 
But rather that the world may prize instead, 
The living poet, than lament the dead. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF BURNS. 

ON UNVBILING HIS STATUE AT DUNDEE. 

Ye who revere the Poet's hallowed shrine, 

Look on this statue with exulting eyes, 
And see the glory of his fame entwine 

Around the memories you love to prize ; 
And as ye gaze upon his manly form — 

Here moulded by the classic hand of Art, 
Let fervent homage every bosom warm 

To greet the cherished Poet of the heart. 

The lineaments unveiled before you now 

Bevive enchantment's retrospective dream, 
When Heaven enkindled on that noble brow 

A spell that wakes a never-dying theme ; 
Swayed by its influence a nation's pride 

Eejoicing owns the genius that recalls 
The sorcery of him — whose fame, earth wide, 

Crowns song with glory in life's festive h«dls. 

Oh ! Scotia ! nurse of his poetic fire ! 

We hail thee in the rapture of his strains, 
And trace thy spirit in his deathless lyre, 

Which thrills the echoes of thy loved domains. 
And wreathes thy beauty in immortal lays — 

Where truth and feelmg brighten as they flow ; 
While the impassioned fervour of their praise 

Enshrines thee with a patriotic glow. 

Song's noblest tribute thou hast won from him, 

Who burned to serve thee, and exalt thy name. 
And, with a lustre that shall ne'er grow dun 

Made thy fair realm the temple of his fame 
While thine the glory and immortal boast 

Of ushering his regal worth to light, 
Not called to lead a sanguinary host. 

But wear a crown of intellectual might 
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Amidst the constellated peers of mind 

Can genius claim a brighter soul of song ? 
Or in the myiiad ranks of human kind 

What heart e'er glowed with sympathies as strong ? 
Not even Shakespeare's world-encircling name 

Can pour a glory where his may not shine ; 
Nor rouse enthusiasm's vital flame 

To pale the lustre round thy Poet's shrine. 

Attest it ye, who traverse distant lands — 

From Nova Zembla to Australian shores, 
Or him who haply tracks Arabian sands, 

Or Af ric's burning continent explores ; 
'Midst Scythian wilds, o'er plains of Hindostan, 

Throughout all countries — ^under every clime, 
His genius is a glorious talisman. 

Enkindling friendship, cherished for all time. 

His Doric strains entrance the dreaming ear, 

And breathe ^Eolian rapture in the soul — 
Soft warbled in an Orient atmosphere. 

Ox where the sun-god gilds the western goal ; 
Wherever man pursues the aims of life. 

Or social ties inspire the human breast — 
There, like a sunburst through the tempest's strife, 

ffis spirit shines — an aureole of the blest. 

Although no grandeur heralded his birth. 

Yet in the shade of poverty's low vale — 
Fond Nature guarded his advent on earth, 

And Poesy in secret bade him hail; 
Whilst Scotland gazing on her wondrous son, 

Watched his young raptures with prophetic eyes — 
Beheld him reap his triumphs — ^all self-won, 

Then proudly claimed him with heartfelt surprise. 

But ah ! too late to snatch him from the doom. 
Which death in secret veiled within his breast — 

Worn out with care and penury's sad gloom, 
That darkly agonised his soul's unrest ; 
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Thus overcome he sank into the grave 

Ere life's elixir reached his fervid lips, 
And to his weeping country dying gave 

A name — earth's proudest born will not eclipse. 

He came among us clad in russet guise, 

Which Genius changed to an imperial robe, 
And with its sceptre bade the Poet rise 

To sway the soul and all its secrets probe ; 
He touched the heart as with a wizard's spell. 

And burning passions rose at his command ; 
While patriotism, with heroic swell. 

Leapt up death-armed to guard his native land. 

And Liberty whose lightning-gleaming eyes 

Dart all their vivid flashes through the soul. 
Bade deathless scorn in every breast arise, 

To wither Tyranny's abhorred control — 
As visioned Glory stalked with regal Bruce, 

When " Scots wha hae " electrified his host, 
Enkindling ardour during death's short truce, 

Till Valour stood immortal at its post ! 

Then waking up to mark life's social wrongs, 

He rose indignant to rebuke the proud. 
And claimed the right which to mankind belongs — 

Not for himself alone — ^but all allowed. 
Corruption shrank beneath his kindling glance. 

And fell Oppression felt his scathing power— 
While Villany recoiled before his lance, 

And haughty Arrogance was seen to cower. 

And arch Hypocrisy's detested mask 

Fell 'neath his satire, keen as pointed steel, 
While Ridicule illumed his mental task 

In lashing Bigotry's malignant zeal : 
Thus in life's battle he withstood the brunt 

When fighting for Humanity the while ; 
And Independence reared its manly front 

Where he commingled with the sons of toil. 
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And lighting'np his sympathetic Muse, 

He wanned the kindred hearts of young and old, 
In vivid strains which day by day diffuse 

A social influence that is untold ; 
And Pity's tear, and tender Pathos swayed 

The tremulous vibration of his lyre. 
While Wit and Humour saliently played 

In coruscations of poetic fire. 

Still softer feelings graced his deathless song, 

And woke emotions in the kindling breast 
When Love's divine sensations swept along, 

And thrilled its chords with raptures of the blest : 
And Beauty still grew beautiful the more 

He showed its charms to admiration's eye. 
While lovers lingered o'er it to adore. 

Or heave the soft involuntary sigh. 

Thus Nature, listening to his matchless lyre. 

Smiled with delight upon her favoured Bard, 
And lit his numbers with immortal fire. 

To be thereafter his supreme reward ; 
And Scotia's Muse, with emblematic charms, 

Entranced his vision in his humble shed — 
Showed him her Sages, and her Chiefs in arms. 

Amidst the glories of her deathless dead ; 

Her mountains, vales, her seas and shining streams : 

Her lochs, her glens, her groves, and purpled heath, 
And hues, and forms, which light the Poet's dreams, — 

Then crowned her Minstrel's brow with her own wreath ; 
The world beheld — ^and drew him to its glare — 

Full in its sun to test him by its blaze^ — 
'Midst giants he became a Titan there — 

Nor dwindled in an atmosphere of praise. 

He viewed the varied lot assigned to man. 
And scanned the mysteries of human life : 

Then with their lights and shades conceived his plan 
To dignify mankind and banish strife. 
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He felt himself the moral of his song, — 

Life's passions, errors, and regret, and shame ; 

So weighed the issues between Eight and Wrong, 
And scorned the cost that might redeem a name. 

Thus nobly he pursued his manly task, 

Though time to ripen was denied by Death ; 
What had he been if spared — 'twere vain to ask, 

His triumphs gained now live on every breath. 
Farewell, Great Bard ! — and yet why say farewell — 

When to his semblance here — the vision turns 1 
While memory bids the glowing bosom swell 

As pride and pleasure point to Kobert Bums. 



INVERKIP GLEN. 

Inverkip Glen, a beautiful and romantic retreat, is delightfully 
situated near Wemyss Bay, on the estuary of the Clyde. 

Oh ! sylvan sanctuary of the muse ! 

How sweet to stray beneath thy cooling shade, 
As the enraptured eye delighted views 

Thy antic stream that flows though copse and glade, 
And speeds in rugged channels wildly on — 

Adown thy deepening gorge — embosomed dark 
Below green ashen boughs and chestnut leaves. 

That flutter o'er it as if sad to mark 
Its fretful spirit that now chafes and grieves. 
As its swift feet are bruised by some rude stone — 
O'er which it leaps in anger — ever prone — 
Foaming along its rocky bed 

Through dark and dense o'erhanging woods, - 
As if its frenzied current sped 

In wild affrighted moods ; 
Or creeping with a solemn awe 

Through listening solitudes — 
It starts again — as if it saw 

Some phantom horror — where it broods. 
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Above the precipice's frowning brow, 

And prone descending to the deep abyss- 
It roars in tones of thunder now, 

Now writhes with fearful hiss. 
And showers its misty spray in air ; 

While further on it seems to dream 
Within the deep and darksome pool, 
Which drooping willows love to cool. 

And where anon a silvery gleam 
Betrays the sportive trout — 

All heedless of the angler's scheme 
To find its covert out. 
Thus on it speeds in prattling glee 

Amidst the song of birds. 
While lovers stray, so fair to see, 
And dreaming in their ecstasie — 

Breathe heart-endearing words. 
As on the margin of its tide 
They smile and wander side by side, 
Wrapt in the soul-exalting bliss 
That prompts the ardent vow and kiss, 

And seals the bosom's faith. 
Oh ! sacred haunts of love and song ! 
What memories to you belong. 

That conjure many a wraith 
Of maiden fair and comely youth. 
Who passed from here in mutual truth. 

Heart-bound to other lands. 
And now with time have passed away, 
With life's too brief and chequered day, 

Or pine on foreign strands ; 
And many a bard of kindling soul 
Has mused on his romantic stroll 

Through thy enchanting gloom. 
And in the bitter blasts of fate, 
. Endured the hardships that await 

The song-robed child of doom. 
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I see, as fancy paints the skies, 
I see the glowing prospect rise 
That lit the poet's dreamy eyes, 
While lingering here in moody trance 
He saw the mimic train advance, 
As faya and dryads led the dance, 
And thronged the rural shades ; 
While distant glories gleamed in view, 
As thus enraptured he withdrew 
To seek in visions of delight 
The glimmering scenes inwrapt in night — 

The Muse with joy invades — 
To flood his spirit with celestial light, 
Or fling a halo of immortal fame 
Around his country's dear and honoured name — 
Still brightening in his patriotic sight, 
While breaking on his listening soul 
The ocean's diapasons roll 

In wild tumultuous sounds, 
And orient grandeur crowds his eyes 
While gazing on unclouded skies 
That domes earth's utmost bounds. 
And now alone upon a foreign shore 
He wanders, sadly musing evermore, 
And there recalls his native glen 
With moistened eye and trembling lip, 

And wishes to return again 
To thy dear shades, sweet Inverkip, 
And so awaking from his mental dream, 
He sighs farewell to thy romantic stream ; 
But yet his fancies, yielding to thy spell. 
Still cling to home and scenes he loves so welL 
In search of change we thus withdraw 

From native haunts and kindred ties^ 
And deeming it is Nature's law, 

We brace the soul for enterprise. 
But, oh ! too oft the prospect dies, 
And mocks the exile in his woe 
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When thus he turns his wistful eyes 

To where his former pleasures glow. 
Then let my footsteps ever stray 
Where summer smiles uniquely gay, 
And as I haunt the leafy bowers, 
Or gaze upon the darling flowers, 
May I enjoy the warbled song 
That echo glories to prolong, 
And listen to the dreamy sound 
That throws a soothing spell around — 
While babbling to the whispering. shades 
The streamlet seeks the sunny glades. 
Where, flowing in its woodland glee, 
It seeks the bosom of the sea, 
And leaves me in the Autumn tide 
To mourn o'er nature's waning pride. 
As village youths with happy eyes 
Search where the clustered treasure lies — 
By bramble bush, or hedge-side grey. 
That tempt me ere I turn away 
To pull the shining haw and hip 
Or berries that allure the lip. 
By thorny bank or flowery brae 
While with the fast-declining day 

I bid adieu to Inverkip, 
And sigh to think of Winter near — 
When o'er the scenes I hold so dear 
The cheerless blast will moan and rave 
Like death's dark dirge o'er nature's grave, 
Till with the bright return of Spring 
The birds again will plume the wing, 
And hail with joy the brightening day, 
As flowerets bloom so sweetly gay, 
And I once more return to dream 
By leafy dell and wizard stream. 
And seek my sylvan haunts again 
By Inverkip's romantic glen, 
So now, sweet shades adieu ! till then ! 



TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT LEIGHTON, 159 



ODE TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT LEIGHTON. 

A Scottish poet of eminent power, author of " RecordSi" Musings, &o. 
Bom in Dundee 18 18, died in Liverpool, loth May 1869, and in- 
terred in St. James' Cemetery, where a memorial stone is erected 
over his remains. 

Oh ! pensive Nature, consecrate this grave, 
Where worth ahd genius prematurely sleep ; 
And as thy dewy breath 
Perfumes this vale of death, 
Let sweetest flowers adorn the mossy heap, 
Where memory comes to weep. 
And pity's tears still steep 
The mourner's sighs, that love's heart sorrows crave. 

Sweet birds, that carol here at early mom. 
When joy exulting leads ethereal Spring — 
And buds and blossoms glow 
Above the shades of woe — 
That sadly bloom as ye enraptured sing, 
Oh ! while ye prune the wing ; 
Let soul-rapt music bring 
The echoes of his heart from death's dark bourn. 

Lone pilgrim, pondering o'er the buried dead ; 
If thou would'st commune with the poet's soul. 
Now throned among the blest. 
Heed not his earthly rest ; 
But elsewhere seek his spirit's brighter goal ; 
For time may not control 
The burning spheres that roll — 
Nor pale the deathless dream of him that's fled. 

world ! that echo'st to the voice of fame, 

Hast thou not throbbed to hear the laurelled bard ? 
Whose " Records " lit the page 
Of Time's eternal ago— » 
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And showed that fate no longer might retard 
Humanity's award, 
To worth — so long debarred 
From Nature's blessings — blent with Leighton's name % 

Proud stream,* while commerce crowds thy swelling 
breast — 
Still waft that cherished name to every shore, 
And say — though he is gone, 
His memory lives on, 
And his soul's lustre glows for evermore ; 
While pleasure loves to pore 
On wisdom's golden store. 
And bless the poet in his hallowed rest. 
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SwBBT minstrel of the cheerful room. 
Why is it that a silent gloom 

Surrounds thy lonely cage ? 
Ah ! death has closed thy dulcet throat, 
And hushed thy ear-entrancing note, 

That thrilled both youth and age. 
Bright martyr to the tuneful art — 
That woke the rapture of the heart, 

And revelled in the breast — 
Say, wert thou spirited away 
In that sweet burst of ecstasy 

Thou warbled'st to the blest ? 

Or didst thou spend thy latest breath 
To charm the listless ear of death, 

And paralyse its dart — 
That flew unseen to thy rapt eyes — 
Entranced in music's paradise. 

Until it chilled thy heart ? 

* The river Mersey. 
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In vain the living ask the dead 
The reason why the spirit fled, 

And left thee lying low ; 
Fate strikes — nor waits to tell ns how, 
Enough that thou art nothing now — 

But emhlematic woe. 

Poor Dicky, thou wilt sing no more, 
Nor trill thy raptures o'er and o'er, 

Delighting every ear ; 
Thy day is past, and night has come — 
When sorrow makes thy mourners dumb, 

Or shed the ready tear ; 
Thus little Eva often strays 
To have another parting gaze 

Upon her silent pet ; 
And sometimes groundsel she will bring. 
And sometimes water from the spring, 

But all untouched as yet. 

She wonders why it doesn't rise. 
Or open up its little eyes 

To see the gladsome light. 
And chirrup with its dainty bill. 
Or give us all another trill, 

Of musical delight 
Alas ! it ne'er again will perch 
Below its cage's lightsome arch. 

Nor twitter in the sun ; 
Its tongue is cold, its heart is dead. 
And never more will lift its head. 

Or hop as it has done. 

Of Eva and her darling bird 

'Twere well to have a thoughtful word 

Inwoven with this song ; 
And learn how brief is human bliss, 
E'en in poor Dicky's ecstasies, 

Which did not last so long. 
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The birdie was but twelve months old, 
And Eva's age — that three times told, 

Shows how, in life's glad mom, 
Death may untune the gayest heart, 
And sorrow's tears untimely start, 

When bosom ties are torn. 

So Eva, poor child, wipes her eyes. 
And in her grief both sobs and cries 

Between each broken word ; 
Soon as we speak about its grave. 
Her busy tongue begins to rave 

About her pretty bird : — 
" Where shall we bury it, papa ? 
Oh ! will it live again, mamma, 

And fly into its cage ? 
Shall I now warm it at the flre ? " 
Thus would she earnestly inquire, 

Though but three years of age. 

A wise suggestion then she makes, 
To let it have some seed and cakes 

Laid at its coffin head ; 
That so when hungry it may eat, 
And then it yet may sing so sweet 

When tired of being dead 1 
Poor warbler I it will have no need 
Of human care, nor change of seed. 

Where it will shortly lie ; 
Its little pilgrimage is past, 
So all must come to this at last. 

For all are born to die. 

Interred among the garden flowers. 
Poor little Dicky — that was ours — 

Lies in its last repose ; 
But Eva would not have it hid ; 
So, 'neath a glass-made coffin lid, 

It sleeps beside a rose. 
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So ends the sad and tragic tale 
Of this dear bird, which we bewail, 

But Eva most of all ; 
And, to commemorate its fate, 
Affection proffers to dictate 

This tribute on the wall : — 
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Here lies the merry soul of song, 

Hushed in the trance of death, 
The harmony it did prolong, 

Exhausted all its breath. 
And thus its rapture dying here, 
Ee-echoes in a brighter sphere. 
God careth for the humble sparrow, 

And marks where it may fall ; 
So we may grieve when death's sad arrow 

Strikes either great or small. 
Thus sorrow is no idle word. 
Though uttered for a little bird. 

It left behind a vacant cage, 

Kow silent as the tomb. 
And passing from this mortal stage, 

It triumphed o'er its doom — 
When trilling an immortal note, 
A death-throe paralysed its throat. 
Gay mortal ! in this songster's fate 

. Think what may be thy own, 
And know — that man's uncertain state 

Is like what here is shown, 
When revelling in the height of joy. 
Some horror hovers to destroy. 
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THE EVENING STAR. 

Oh, beauteous star ! whose brightening ray 

Absorbs the gaze of mortal eyes, 
Appearing at the close of day 

To greet them with a glad surprise, 
And, sparkling in the lovely skies, 

Directs thy glances from above 
To where the earth enraptured lies, 

And hearts reciprocate their love. 

Blest orb ! I hail thee with delight. 

And haply view thy gentle beam — 
When in the stillness of the night 

I ponder on life's early dream ; 
And see thee still as thou didst seem 

In moments of unsullied joy, 
"While beauty kindled in thy gleam 

A passion time can ne'er destroy. 

Art thou a spirit of the blest, 

That glows at Love's celestial gate, 
To hallow the enamoured breast, 

And cheer it in the night of fate ? 
Or art thou stationed there to wait 

Until its earthly nature dies. 
To light the soul to brighter state 

Within its native paradise ? 

Whate'er thou art — for ever shine ! 

And guide me with thy brilliant ray 
To one whose bosom heaves to mine — 

As dear to me as light to day. 
Oh ! hover o'er us while we stray 

By flowery bank or fairy stream,! 
Nor leave us till we haply say — 

Good night, my love! adieu, sweet beam ! 
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THE IRISH PATRIOTS SOLILOQUY. 

A VISION OP 1846-47 

Dare lowered the cheerless gloom of night, 

The wintry wind blew fierce and shrill, 
And Phoebe's pale, uncertain light, 

Hung o'er the dimly-shadowed hill ; 
The snow was drifting o'er the moor 

That bounds Glenora's Castle walls. 
Where timid sheep lay penned secure 

And cattle found their wintry stalls : 
There, straying by the bleak hillside, 

I paused to hear the sullen roar 
Of distant Ocean's surging tide. 

Loud dashed upon the sounding shore ; 
When, lo ! a haggard form aghast, 

Stood out upon the dismal plain, 
And to the hoarse and savage blast 

Poured forth this wDd despairing strain : — 

" Rave on, ye winds ! I hear your angry howl. 

Where naked woods bend to your sweeping might, 
And Nature shrinks beneath dark Winter's scowl. 

While mortals shudder in the shrieking night : 
Come, lend the tempest wings, and blend your power 

Till ocean swells and foaming billows roll ; 
Pursue yon drifting clouds until they lour. 

And heap their chilly horrors on my soul. 
But though ye revel o'er the blighted scene, 

And rage with fury in the face of heaven. 
Till brutes cower down beneath your deadly spleen. 

And birds of prey to rocky clefts are driven. 
Yet I defy you ! and here bare my breast, 

To scourge it in your wrath, or quench its fire ; 
Like you it maddens in a wild unrest. 

Stung by the torture of Oppression's ire. 



I 
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An outcast on these wilds, I seek the shore, 

Where I may sail upon a friendly sea, 
And bid farewell to loved ones evermore — 

Such is my hard and cruel destiny. 
But I could welcome Fate in any form, 

If I alone might suffer in my fall. 
And brave the rigours of this wintry storm, 

Or give up life, or home, or kindred — all. 
But, oh ! my country ! when I think of thee 

A burning frenzy fires my tortured breast. 
To know how vain thy struggles to be free. 

And see my poor compatriots oppressed, 
When all their crime is simply loving thee ! 
Exiles and fugitives, thrown on the world. 

By legal rigour cruelly pursued ; 
Shot, hung, imprisoned, and to ruin hurled. 

Hunted like beasts through waste and solitude. 
With ne'er a rood of their dear mother earth 

To succour them in need, not e'en a sod 
To give a grave, where once they had their birth. 

Or stone to build an altar to their Gk)d : 
Denied enjoyment e'en of Nature's laws, 

Their fate relentless, and their lot unblest ; 
Though bravely linked to Freedom's holy cause — 

Sad mourners still, but noble though deprest — 
They hold the tenure of their desperate lives 

For one great cast — their country or a grave ! 
Their helpless offspring and their weeping wives — 

E'en for tJieir sakes who would remain a slave ? 
Yet to protect them is their dearest aim, 

When for their country's honour they risk all. 
And in that dear and ever-sacred name 

They stand devoted or devoted falL 
In vain, alas ! they stretch the feeble arm 

Against the tyrants who usurp their fields. 
Or shield their kin from havoc and alarm. 

While alien hands the sword of conquest wields, 
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In yain they shun the dangeon's clammy breath. 
Disease and famine and ignoble death. 

E'en in this awful horror-breathing hour, 
Some shivering group may tread the rugged wild, 
From home and kindred— all that's dear — exiled ; 
Evicted, and cast out upon the wold, 
Despairing, starving, and benumbed with cold — 
There life 6Uid hope may bum with feeble ray, 
Or ghastly, longing for the dawn of day — 

Expiring, sink 'neath Death's appalling power. 
A chilly vapour gathers on my brow — 

Methinks I heard a cry along the vale — 

Again I hear that agonizing wail. 
And it is breaking louder even now ! 

Is there no pitying ear ? — no arm to save ? 

And must they fiU a miserable grave ? 
But shall th' oppressor, cruel and unchanged. 
Still lord it thus — and they die unavenged ? 
Ye tyrants fell ! who in voluptuous ease 

Inglorious loll in luxury and state, 
Enthroned within your proud embattled towers, 
Where revelry leads on the guilty hours ; 

Or, idly sporting with a nation's fate. 
There laugh at famine, sneer at pale disease. 
Though thus your scorn may mock the stricken poor, 
E'en from their rage deem not yourselves secure ; 
Grim Vengeance hovers by each mountain height 
To stimulate the nation's burning might. 
When, like red lava pouring from its bounds. 

In fiery columns, and in stem array. 

Thy sons, Erin! with resistless sway 
Eush on the foe, while hill and vale resounds ! 
A scene of glory bursts upon my sight — 
Borne on the crashing terrors of the fight, 
I see their dark and grisly forms arise! — 
Shades of the mighty ! crowd riot on my eyes ! 
They bare their breasts — all stained with clotted gore, 

They draw — and flash their gleaming swords on high, 
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And stand embattled as they did of yore, 
Hate on each brow, and scorn in every eye. 
To show the timid how the brave should die ! 
There — foremost thundering in the shock of war, 
Where thickest carnage gluts the reeking plain, 
A regal hero * leads the daring train, 
And hurls defiance, echoing afar ! 
Awful he comes 1 now cuts his dreadful way. 
The foe, recoiling, stagger in dismay ; 
Again he sweeps, and, with redoubled shock. 
Their wavering lines and haughty columns broke — 
In wild despair the Saxon foemen fly. 
And deathless voices still exulting cry — 
* Erin ! O Erin ! wake, and seize thy Victory ! ' " 

I heard no more, but saw a fleeting form 

Evanish like a shadow in the storm : 

And sadly musing, 'midst the tempest's roar, 

I sought the shelter of my cabin door ; 

And, thinking over what I saw and heard, 

I felt a latent sympathy which stirred 

A kindling ardour in my troubled breast, 

That fired my soul with zeal for the oppressed. 

And as I pondered how the tyrant's power 

Might be arrested in its sovereign hour — 

Like King Belshazzar's in his festive hall, 

By that mysterious writing on the wall — 

I laid me down to read the oracle ; 

When, lo ! a finger pointed to a skull 

With characters of blood writ on its brow. 

While terror whispered to my soul — " Bead thou ! " 

And trying to interpret what it said. 

By the dim rushlight glimmering near my bed, 

Methought I heard a voice ; and it did seem 

That I awoke — and found it was a dream ! 

♦ The great O'Neill, Earl of Tyrone. 
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LESSONS FROM THE SEA. 

Oh, pensive maiden ! musing by the sea, 

Think of the moral which its flood conveys, 
And let its changing aspects speak to thee 

Of life's mysterious and uncertain ways ; 
And as it meets thy meditative gaze, 

Behold the emblem of the human mind 
In all its moods, as calm or tempest sways 

Its restless bosom — ^bared to every wind. 

If thou art troubled and beset with care, 

Look on its turbulence when storms prevail. 
And see the semblance of thy anguish there, 

When fury leaps upon the maddened gale 
That smites the ship, and flaps the riven sail. 

Amidst the horrors of the dread abyss 
Which threatens to engulf the barque so frail. 

Whilst billows round it foam with seething hiss. 

Or should'st thou meditate on life's romance, 

And ponder still on mystery and death — 
Down in its depths direct thy searching glance. 

And there behold the dead with bated breath. 
And empires' treasures, which tradition saith 

Have lain with millions who went down in ships 
Since the great Ark first floated like a wraith. 

And havoc strewed the flood that sealed life's lips. 

If thou hast pleasant thoughts and memories 

Thou fain would'st cherish in love's sacred care. 
Trace their reflection where the sunny skies 

Smile like a bride upon its mirror there. 
And rapture breathes its soft Favonian air. 

While glory blends with beauty's kindling hues. 
And pleasure sleeps, divorced from every care. 

Upon its bosom, which the light breeze wooes. 
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Should'st thou have secrets hidden in thy heart, 
Thou would'st not wish laid bare to prying eyes, 

Think of its oozy caves, where no known art 
Can penetrate to trace what therein lies ; 

Or probe the dark inscrutable disguise- 
Where light has never winged its gleaming dart, 

Nor wonder gloated on a new surprise 
Which science ever ventured to impart. 

Or should'st thou dread — what it is sad to know — 

The human heart's inconstancy and guile, 
Then mark the symbol of deceit and woe 

Where rippling waves in placid calmness smile 
Around the beauty of yon golden isle. 

Which tempts the wistful mariner afar, 
As gentle billows woo his bark the while, 

And lure it onward to the fatal bar. 

Then view it 'midst the breakers leaping up, 

In darkening horror round the crashing wreck. 
Where jagged rocks rise hideous and abrupt. 

Which at a distance scarcely seemed a speck ; 
Then hear the frenzied cries of those on deck. 

Who shrink appalled, all wild and desperate — 
Till the last straggler strains his writhing neck 

To shun the yawning horrors of his fate. 

These lessons of a fearful monitor 

May teach thee wisdom in thy thoughtful hours, 
When gazing on its horizon afar, 

Or wrapt in dreams — ^in love's delicious bowers ; 
Still shun the thorns that lurk among the flowers, 

And nurse the peace that prudence still secures ; 
Then, though fate smiles, or ominously lours. 

Thy breast will feel a pleasure that endures. 
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LOVES OF THE IMMORTALS. 

"Why mourn the loves of the Immortals, 

When they pervade all time, 
And haunt the shades, by death's sad portals, 

In memories sublime 1 
Why weep beside the silent statue 

That lists not to your grief, 
But stands like sorrow looking at you. 

Where there is no relief ? 

Why deem their passion sadly fated — 

That passed like the simoom, 
And left a deathless love unsated. 

But brightened by their doom 1 
*Tis thus that genius embraces 

The desert of the breast ; 
To leave an ever green oasis. 

Where sacred love may rest. 

Ah ! who shall pierce the awful sorrows 

Of Love's great mystery 1 
Or deem the fancy wild that borrows 

Its wondrous history 1 
When all its influence pervading 

The soul's immortal moods. 
Grows stronger, e'en when hope is fading 

'Midst life's vicissitudes. 

Canst thou survey the lonely mansion 

That holds the mighty dead. 
And in its shadowy expansion 

Bead all that can be read — 
Of life's vain hopes, of love's devotion, 

That shrines the withered heart, 
And like a phantom without motion. 

Weeps where we may not part ? 
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Shall we invoke a fruitless passion. 

Or love as those have done ? 
Nor heed the rock our souls may dash on — 

Ere life's emprise be won ? 
Thus showing by supreme example 

A lofty scorn of fate — 
To prove by records sad and ample 

How love makes martyrs great ! 
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BESTOUJBF's harangue to the RUSSIAN SERFa 

Confront your destiny, sons of toil ! 

And brave the tyrants of the human race, 
Who scorn the myriads whom they despoil, 

And deem you serfs, poor, ignorant, and base, 
While they usurp each elevated place, 

And drain your life-blood to cement their power, 
Or hunt you down like wild beasts of the chase 

When you would burst the fetters where ye cower. 

How long debased shall ye endure your wrongs 

Before your ranks are leagued in Freedom's might 
To try, in sooth, to whom the earth belongs, 

And test the power of arrogated right. 
Or curb oppressors who but live to smite. 

And dominate o'er every aim of life, 
Till hope is quenched in poverty's sad blight, 

And earth becomes a hell of cruel strife 1 

Why doomed to starve, while plenty mocks your view ? 

Why homeless in the cities you create ? 
Why in your strength subservient to the few ? 

Why voiceless in the councils of the State ? 
Why tamely bear the shackles of your fate, 

And let arch-robbers reap what ye have sown ? 
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Or deem the privileged despoiler " Great," 
When lording over what should be your own ? 

Must ye still build the mansions of the proud, 

To find grim Bastiles your reserved abodes ? 
Shall Mammon's Juggernaut still crush the crowd, 

And worth pine on where squalid misery goads 1 
Must ye like beasts still bear the heavy loads 

That fell taskmasters lay upon your backs ? 
Or trudge as paupers on life's dreary roads, 

To sink beneath privation's dire attacks ? 

Why crouch like helots of ignoble mien 

To banded despots of malign degree 1 
Or dread, perchance, that ruin lurks between 

The tyrant's power and vital liberty ? 
When from dire bondage ye might yet be free, 

By unity of purpose nobly planned. 
And moving on, resistless as the sea, 

Build life's Palladium on God's free land. 

The earth is still the Lord's, and they who dwell 

Within the confines of its distant zones 
Are co-inheritors, if all were well ; 

But, babbler, " tell it not in Gath" who owns 
The soil in which repose our fathers' bones, 

And we, the people, were in bondage born — 
slaves 1 denounce the wrong in thunder-tones, 

And bid the sun flash out redemption's morn ! 

Too long, toilers ! have ye licked the dust ; 

Too long been blinded in the strife of fate. 
And viewed your fellow-workers with distrust. 

While struggling in the thraldom of your state ; 
Then learn that union still can make ye great, 

And courage break the fetters of your doom. 
If Wisdom guides the few who agitate 

For equal rights, we thus by right assume. 
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But not by the barbarity of blood 

Should man appeal unto his fellow-man ; 
Nor freedom urge the sanguinary flood 

To stain the triumph of its glorious plan ; 
But by Humanity's eternal bsui 

Show tyrants that your cause abjures tibie sword, 
And onward borne, with mercy in the van, 

Leave vengeance, as enjoined, unto the Lord. 
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Mourn for the fallen brave ! oh, weep for them 

Who in heroic grandeur nobly died. 
Whilst striving in immortal deeds to stem 

The savages who surged on every side, 
And rushed in dusky legions like a tide. 
On Isandula's plain, with a fiendish yeU 
That pierced the startled soul with a deadly knell ; 
But, undaunted still, our heroes fought and fell. 
In the glow of unconquerable pride. 
Upon that fatal day. 
When the gleaming assegai. 
Was embrued in the life-blood of the brave. 
And Afric's burning breast. 
With dread massacre opprest, 
Became a gory shamble, and revolting grave ! 

Weep for the lion hearts ! that proudly bled 
For what the brave in peril still revere — 

Their country's glory ; which their valour shed, 
And for its honour scorned the thought of fear ; 

While boldly facing hostile shield and spear. 
And fighting where no craven spirit quailed ; 
Though guns were spiked and ammunition failed, 
And countless hordes feroqiously assailed 

In front and flank, as well as in the rear ! 



THE ISANDULA MASSACRE. 175 

Yet they unflinching stood, 

Until Death relentless hewed 
The remnant of the daring Twenty-Fourth ; * 

But not till slaughtered foes 

In dark hecatombs arose 
Around these demi-gods, who proved their martial wortL 

Mourn for the gallant band ! who fearless fell 

With their defiant faces to the foe ! 
Bearing their colours through the battle's swell, 

In scorn of bullet, assegai, or blow, 
To preserve them for the Queen, thus to show 
Their duty to their country's sacred cause ; 
As they charged, with prolonged and fierce huzzas. 
Or stolidly met Death's profound applause. 
With their bayonets, blood-stained in deadly row. 
Still reeking in the sun, 
When their ghastly work was done ; 
As the wounded reeled at last in their lair. 
Giving up their breath 
To the gnzzly phantom, Death, 
Yet frowning at the foeman with a deathless glare. 

Weep for the noble dead ! Britannia, weep ! 

And raise their lasting monument on high ; 
Though in their native soil they do not sleep, 

The glory of their daring shall not die ; 
For, though dimmed with tears, thy exulting eye 
Will dwell upon the record of their deeds ; 
And as the stricken bosom inly bleeds, 
Thou wilt own every kindred tie that pleads ; 
As the swelling tear and the stifled sigh 
Invoke each hero's name 
In the deathless roll of fame. 
E'en so the meed of their renown shall be 
The victor's laurel crown, 
And the debt which thou shalt own 
To the mourners whom the fallen left with thee. 

* 24th Regiment. ^ 
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Whbn sickness o*er thy prostrate frame 

Displays the pallid hue of death, 
Oh ! who will whisper thy loved name, 

And sadly watch thy feeble breath — 
Thy pale, pale lips and languid eyes, 

The pulse's faint inconstant play, 
The soul's emotion that ne'er dies, 

Though sense and feeling pass away ? 

What hand will prop thy drooping head. 

What gazing eye will burn and weep, 
When the cold robe that shrouds the dead 

Enfolds thee in thy final sleep ? 
And when thy earthy bed is made. 

And thou art laid where all must be, 
Ah ! who will seek thy silent shade. 

And wish, alas ! to rest with thee ? 

There lingers one by love's pure shrine — 

Sad prophet of foreshadowed fate ! 
Whose hopes and fears around thee twine. 

And on thy hectic flushes wait 
With secret prayer and stifled sigh 

He pleads for thee to One who hears — 
Nor scorns the sad imploring eye 

That seeks His aid through streaming tears ! 

Then let not sorrow pale thy brow, 

Nor droop beneath the myrtle's shade ; 
Though fate's sad omens haunt thee now, 

Health may return with vital aid. 
Then why, my darling, should'st thou weep 

While love endears our mortal hours ? — 
And e'en in death's ecstatic sleep 

Our souls shall blend in heavenly bowers ! 
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LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS, 

SwBET flowers, from Area's bosky dell 

All fragrant with the breath of love, 
Revive in dewy bloom, and tell 

If lover's vows are heard above ? 
And say, if in the joyous breast 

Heaven can have more divine control 
Than secret love to one confest. 

On whose soft sigh the captive soul 
Now waits impatient to be blest — 
With lip to lip in fervour prest ? 

Ye smile, and whisper with your breath 

The charms of her who prompts my song ; 
And thus the graceful Lily saith — 

** Oh, which of all our clustered throng 
Can vie in beauty with our queen ? 

Can'st thou, my lovely sister, Rose, 
Or Tulip of mtgestic mien ? 

Or can the Violet disclose 
The sweet perfection we have seen 
In one so gentle and serene ? " 

Oh, lovely flowers, so dewy sweet ! 

How ye interpret to my soul 
The language Love would still repeat, 

As when its melting accents stole 
Upon the sense of past delight. 

And thrilled the vital throb of bliss 
That memory shrines in visions bright. 

And blends its joyous hours with this, 
When thus ye glow upon my sight 
Like gleams of a celestial light 

So would I gather from each flower 
Sweet testimonies of their sense, 

M 
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That animates the lonely hour 

With pleasure that becomes intense. 
As joyous fancy seeks to trace 

The fascinations of her sway 
That gleams upon her mirrored face, 

Though veiled by distance far away ; 
Oh, Joy ! restore to my embrace 

The soul of beauty and of grace ! 
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Bemembrance still awakes the past, 
And dwells on scenes now dead to me ; 

Recalling bliss, which fled at last, 
Although my spirit clung to thee, 
How changed ! and evermore must be ! 

Why should I now in scorn upbraid 
Or spurn thee in the hour of fate ? 

Thy treachery is well repaid ; 
The ministers of vengeance wait ; 
Yet I would shield thee from their hate ! 

Yes ! though I ne'er can love thee more, 
Nor prize thee as I once have done, 

To hear those lips at last implore, 
Alas ! may be a triumph won, 
But not to me — no, it is none. 

A sadder fate, a darker woe 

Allies my soul with thy despair, 

For in thy keen remorse I know 

The past must be remembered there, — 
Which penitence may not repair. 

The past ! ah, why invoke its shade, 
When life's devoted hopes are dead 
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With which thj heartiess caprice pUjed, 
Until my soul was filled with diead, 
And love's affinity had fled f 

I cannot hate thee in my heart, 

Now petrified with silent woe ; 
Nor spurn thee, thongh I must depart, 

And leave thy hnming tears to flow, 

As mine, now swelling, bids me go. 

Oh, couldst thon be what thou hast been 

In life's first dream of mutual bliss, 
Fate would not triumph o'er a scene 

So dark and tragical as this. 

Where Mercy pleads for Death's mute kis& 

Stem Nemesis of perjured love ! 

Kelax thy cold, avenging mien. 
And leave sweet Hope to soar above, 

Where blighted souls in dreams are seen 

To re-unite as they have been ! 
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Oh ! mournful wind ! that raves without 

In fitful gusts and moody moans, 
I hear a voice that speaketh out 

Above thy melancholy tones — 
It is the past ! the deathless past ! 
That rises in the fretful blast, 
And, like a phantom of the grave, 

Unshrouds its aspect to the sight : 
Whilst thou in wilder gusts doth rave 

Amidst the lonely wastes of night, 
Bewailing friendships that are dead, 
And life's brief pleasures, sadly fled I 
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Oh ! weary "wind 1 so full of woe ! 

Dost thou bemoan the wrecks of life ? 
Or in thy wanton fury blow 

To rouse the world's relentless strife ? 
Or art thou in .thy maddened might 
A storm-fiend — loosened to affiright 
The mariners who haunt the seas, 

And. plough its billows with their ships, 
That spread their wings before the breeze, 

Or toss in midnight's dark eclipse, 
When typhoons rage, and surges roar — 
Where horror bares the rocky shore ? 

Oh ! restless spirit of the world ! 

That howls through the eternal void — 
Where thunder's dreadful bolts are hurled, 

And murky clouds and mists are buoyed 
Between the reeling earth and skies, 
As lightning cleaves the gloom that lies 
Beneath the dread expanse of heaven ! 

Who can resist thy frightful power ? 
'Gainst which the might of man has striven, 

And crumbled like a fallen tower 
Beneath the fury of thy breath, 
That revels in the storm of death ! 

I listen, and in fancy hear 

A drowning shriek throb in the gale ; 
And as it pierces night's dull ear. 

Some sleeper starts and thence turns pale. 
As ocean horrors crowd the mind, 
And havoc rides upon the wind, 
That sweeps the forest and the wold 

Like desolation, dark and wild. 
Or war's dread sounds — in thunder rolled — 

With volley upon volley piled ! 
Kesounding like the knell of doom 
O'er slaughter'd hosts, without a tomb. 
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Oh, fearful wind ! restrain thy rage, 

And let my thoughts subside in peace, 
Till dreams shall happily assuage 

The conflict, that begins to cease 
As now thy moan is waxing low. 
Like sorrow's sob of stifled woe — 
When shrouded beauty sadly lies 

"Within the grave's unconscious breast ; 
Whilst thou, sad wind, expirest in sighs, 

As mortals seek their quiet rest ; 
And I still muse on buried joys. 
That speak in thy memorial voice. 
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I SAW the dear portrait of thy dearer self. 

And thought I beheld a most beautiful elf — 

A fay or a fairy, or lovely Bacchante, 

A sylph, or a nymph, or a coquette so flaunty, 

A Naiad, or Nereid fresh from its shell, 

A flashing, young, dashing — most exquisite belle ; 

A Psyche, or Hebe, a Clytie, or Venus, 

A Vestal, whose fire is still burning between us, 

A priestess of love — or it may be Apollo ; 

An Houri, a Peri, or something to follow : — 

A grace, or a siren, a mermaid so fair ! 

A blonde, or a witch of most ravishing air ; 

A Sappho, a Dion, a Hero, whose torch 

Still gilds passion's wave and illumines love's porch ; 

An Eloise, Beatrice, Clarinda, or Laura ; — 

All names still awakening love, joy, or sorrow ; 

And feelings, emotions, and hopes which elate 

The lover who treads on the verge of his fate : 

A sweet thing of beauty that dazzles for ever — 

A rose or a lily that droops by the river : 
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The flash of a star in lemote glory bom, 

The splendour of eve, or the brightness of mom ; 

The rapture of music entrancing the soul ; 

A sunburst that gladdens the waves as they roll , 

A vision of heaven, a symbol of love, 

A gem representing some angel above ; 

A loveliness that can enchant or destroy, 

As Helen once charmed, then proved fatal to Troy ; 

A beam of delight, or a dream of the soul, 

A heavenly influence none may control ; 

An exquisite thought, or a pleasure of sense ; 

A vivid idea — a rapture intense — 

Which I in surprise recognised with delight 

As it flashed like a meteor dazzling my sight ; 

While my heart in its fulness leapt to it with gladness, 

As love clung around it with passionate madness ; 

And tears of emotion were flooding my eyes. 

But checked as I thought even love must be wise, 

Then gazing enraptured I traced every feature, 

And said to myself, what a beautiful creature ! 

As thus with instinctive delight I addressed it, ' 

I envied the fortunate soul who possessed it, 

Hut craved the indulgence of having a carte. 

Though a copy is faithfully lodged in my heart ; 

And yet I would rather possess the one real 

Than a thousand and one of the lovely ideal 

So, darling, return with thy love-flashing eyes. 

And enchant my existence with brightening surprise. 

That my soul may exult in the portrait of heaven, 

And pray to the gods thy dear self may be given 

To grace my life's sanctum — there ever to shine 

A chef-d^cemrrey priceless, unique, and divine ! 
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P ATRIA REDIVIVUS; OR IRISH 
ASPIRATIONS.]^ 

The Mephistopheles of Britain's state, 

Who planned the union with the sister isle, 
Played like a juggler with a nation's fate, 

And strangled Liberty by ruthless guile ; 
Thus centralising sovereign power the while 

To mould an empire to despotic sway, 
By which a Cabal, arrogant and vile, 

Enforced a fettered people to obey. 

And shall a nation's legislative rights 

Be thus withheld against its sovereign will ? 
Whilst slow decay and fell coercion blights 

Its noble aspirations, lingering still, 
And with immortal fervour wakes to thrill 

The soul of Liberty with deathless fire. 
That yet will flame to heaven on every hill, 

Till Tyranny shall in its guilt expire. 

Erin ! awake, from torpor and from chains ! 

Li lofty deeds exalt thy future fate, 
And rouse thy sons to blot out slavery's stains. 

That clouds thy fame in its dependent state ; 
Lift up thy head in pride, nor longer wait 

In famine-stricken wretchedness and woe 
A pauper, begging alms at thy own gate, 

Where aliens mock thy misery with a blow. 
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The past brings back its crowded years 
Seen through the mist of sorrow's tears. 
While, self-accused, I pause to think 
Fate lurks on ruin's gloomy brink, 
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To hurl me down its dread abyss, 

Where nameless horrors crowd and hiss, ^ 

As headlong I descend in gloom 

Unshrouded in a fearful tomb, 

To lie uncoffined and unsung, 

Save by the wind, whose wailing tongue 

May tell the lonely passer-by 

That thus the wretched live and die. 

I shrink, as in a desert lone. 

And feel my heart akin to stone — 

Dead ! — though it has not ceased to beat, : 

Nor lessened in its vital heat ; 

But Apathy, with Upas breath, 

Chills every sense, e'en unto death, 

And turns the sweets of life to gall, 

While Nature seems to wear a pall 

That glimmers sadly to the eye 

Like twilight clouds when sunbeams die. 

And glory fades on heaven's brow 

As Hope's delusion leaves me now, 

And all my former joy surveyed 

Reminds me loveliness will fade. 

And I, who once aspired to claim 

The halo of immortal fame, 

Now sink benighted and obscure, 

A fate the soul can scarce endure. 

Why this revulsion of the mind. 

To Reason and to Nature blind ? 

Why dead to every dream of life 

That shone in sublimated strife. 

When all my hopes were winged with fire 

To crown ambition's fixed desire. 

And show to man what man could be 

In every phase of destiny ? 

Oh, could I alter and be wise ! 

I might perchance to greatness rise, 

And with a soul-expanding aim 

Bequeath to Time a deathless name. 
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Adorned with laurelled triumphs won 
Beneath the glow of Fortune's sun 
That yet may gild my humble state, 
And brighten in the hour of fate, 
E'en as the regal orb of day 
Sheds glory in its parting ray, 
Before the brow of darkness hides 
Its beams, which linger on the tides. 
Till ocean frowns around the ships. 
And Nature mourns its sad eclipse. 
While stars look down with silent eyes 
To consecrate its obsequies. 
Thus may I live, while honours twine 
Round age's luminous decline, 
Until my spirit smiles at Death, 
Whose victory but snatches breath, 
But cannot intercept the soul 
That soars to its immortal goal, 
And leaves a potent spell behind — 
The mighty impress of the mind — 
That shapes the issues of this life 
From out its still recurring strife, 
Or makes a sceptre of the pen 
For Genius to wield again. 
And show a mirror to all eyes. 
To shame the proud or charm the wise ; 
Where nobleness in words and deeds, 
Delights the Neophite who reads, 
And traces in examples high 
A lesson to Humanity ; 
Then marks the hero or the sage 
Retire to charm another age. 
When their exalted labours close. 
Embalmed in a sublime repose. 
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THE MORN/* 

" Behold it is the mom I rejoice ye hills I and be glad ye vales ! " 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the sweet virgin Mom ! 
When the incense of flowers on the bland air is tome — 
As the Orient kindles the hues of the sky 
In its roseate bosom and soft azure eye, 
While the world is still hushed in the silence of sleep, 
And the peace that prevails is unbroken and deep — 
Breathing balm to the spirit, care-laden and worn, 
That seeks the delights of the beautiful mom. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the bright sunny Mom ! 

When the glad hills throw off the dun wreaths they have 

worn — 
And ephemeral life on its myriad wings, 
Through the warm purple light into ecstasy springs. 
And the woods, vales, and streams, wreath their glances of 

love, 
As the glow of effulgence diffuses above — 
Kissing nature, while blushing to joy, azure bom, 
Concealed in. the bowers of the beautiful mom. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the soul-cheering Mom ! 

When the lark trills its passion song high ether-bome, 

Feelings holiest, happiest — loveliest hours — 

When the dewdrops hang trembling with light in the flowers, 

As the sun's vital rays dance on river and lake, 

And aerial warblers to rapture awake, 

Thrilliug groves with their love notes, elysium bom, 

To gladden the hours of the beautiful mom. 

* The late John M. Peacock wrote a short poem entitled "Oh ! 
Give Me The Morn ! " in 1864, which in passing through my hands in 
an amended form, was again published in 1867, and on expanding the 
subject some of the ideas in the first five stanzas are here freely used. 
— [Author.] 
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Enthroned in sublimity, gold-sceptred Day 

Encircles creation within its bright sway : 

Trophied empires, domed cities, courts, temples, and towers, 

Kobe their pomp and their pride in its sovereign powers. 

Showering gold over continents, islands, and seas, 

Where fleet argosies spread their white wings to the breeze ; 

Yet it fadeth away and its glory is shorn. 

Till lit by the smile of the beautiful mom. 

Silent, solemn, and grand, is the glory of Night, 
When the stars form creation's tiara of light, 
And the moon's holy lustre suspended above 
Lights the ambient dome of the palace of love ; 
And the far milky-way spreading hazily, seems 
Like a spiritual path to the region of dreams ; 
As the soul in its solitude muses forlorn 
And pines for a glimpse of the beautiful morn. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the clear vernal Mom ! 

When we feel the deep love of sweet nature inborn, 

As we mark the bright landscape expanding to view, 

Like a fairyland vision delightful and new ; 

Where the dreamy eye strays through the clime of the blest, 

And the soul seeks the paradise where it may rest ; 

O'er the meads and the mountains by giants uptorn, 

To gaze on the face of the beautiful mom. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the pastoral Mom ! 

When the smoke from the cot spiral-wreathed is upborne, 

As the shepherd is leaving his flock on the hiU 

To caress his own bosom-lambs slumbering still ; 

And the woodman wends onward to hew the tough oak, 

And arouse the wild deer with the axe's loud stroke ; 

While the dairymaid sings of " The Ploughman Forsworn," 

When milking the cows in the beautiful mom. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of ethereal Mom ! 

When the gay poppies laugh over fields of ripe corn, 



1 88 THE MORN! 

And the pheasant on whirring wings startles the hare 
As it steals from the coppice to nihble its fare. 
And the harsh cawing rooks in a garrulous mood 
Break the primitive sleep of the dreamy old wood, 
While the cock crows defiant in menace or scorn, 
As it struts with the hens in the beautiful, morn. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the light breezy Mom ! 
Ere the echoes awake to the hunter's shrill horn, 
And the care clouds of cities o'er heaven's highway 
Spread their pestilent vapours to sicken the day ; 
As man goes enslaved to his labyrinths of toil. 
Seeking gold for Ambition, the lord of the soil. 
Cold and dead to the pleasures which are heaven-born, 
And strewn in the path of the beautiful mom. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the redolent Mom ! 
When affection's sweet emblems the wayside adorn, 
Awakening emotions of earlier bliss 
Which remembrance recalls on occasions like this; 
When the scene that surrounds us becometh a part 
Of love-cherished idols which cling to the heart, 
Softly soothing the wounds of life's many a thorn. 
While musing alone in the beautiful morn. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the halcyon Mom ! 

When the mind broods o'er feelings by love's anguish torn ; 

And a mute sorrow weeps o'er the desolate heart 

Which hope haply visits — again to depart ; 

And the soul to pursue in impassioned despair 

As it whispers of heaven — alluring it there — 

To sanctify vows which a lost one hath sworn 

In love-breathing sighs in the beautiful mom. 

Oh ! fair is the dawn of the genial Mom ! 
When we seek nature's sympathy lonely and lom, 
To muse on frail friendship that passeth away. 
When adversity darkens our swift-fleeting day ; 
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And the broken heart sinketh in griefs troubled nighty 
As the woe-stricken spirit prepares for its flight — 
Across the dark limit of time's silent bourne, 
To hail the blest dawn of a happier mom. 



LOVE! 

Oh, Love ! art thon a mockery, 

A madness, or a fatal bliss 
That wakes the bosom's bnming sigh. 

Inhaled by passion's vital kiss f 
Or art thou something more than this ? 

A subtle, soul-exhausting death 
That hovers o'er life's precipice. 

Sustained in air by mortal breath 

Or art thou an empyrean flame, 

Inspiring life with heat divine, 
Diffused throughout the kindling frame, 

Till it becomes thy deathless shrine, 
Where heaven's ecstasies refine 

The grossness of this mortal clay, 
And Nature's hidden virtues shine. 

Sublimed by thy immortal sway ? 

Whiate'er thou art, my soul has rushed 

Into the frenzy of thy tide. 
And whether it be therein hushed 

Or borne along in buoyant pride, 
I shall with fearless joy decide 

What thy absorbing depths contain. 
Though death should rob me of my bride 

And bind me in its icy chain. 

Oh ! come, my soul's rapt Pythoness ! 
And tell me where the secret lies ; 
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Let thy own bosom's loveliness 
Reveal the rapture of its sighs, 

And while thy fascinating eyes 
Explain the augury divine, 

My heart shall bo its sacrifice 
To seal the ecstasy of thine ! 



LOVE AND FATE. 

Mt soul is haunted by the shade of fate, 

That frowns portentous to reflection's view ; 
E'en in my dreams some lurking phantoms wait 

To cloud my vision till my fears seem true. 
And love's bright smiles these flitting shades imbue 

"With gleams that shine like meteors of night — 
Which wandering pilgrims of the dark pursue, 

Yet ever and anon are mocked in their sad plight. 

The future darkens like a deep abyss — 

That darker grows the further I explore, 
"Whilst doubt and fear efface all thoughts of bliss. 

And still the more I dread — I love the more ; 
Thus do I tremble when I would adore ; 

Though love by this excess itself deceives, 
"While sore perplexed, in solitude I pore 

On its sad destiny traced in the Sybil's leaves — 

" The course of true love never did run smooth," 

Oh, glowing bard ! whose soul was Nature's lyre ! 
Well didst thou know where love could wound or soothe 

The bosom struggling in its molten fire, 
That runs through all the veins of young desire. 

Enkindling madness, or awakening bliss ; 
How shall its burning votary retire 

To ponder on a truth so truly sad as this ? 
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Why is it love is sacrificed by fate 

To please the ruthless deity of pride 1 
Which changes heaven's virtues into hate, 

That it may arrogantly override 
The heart's desires which do not coincide 

With its false vanity and sordid aims — 
Where'er ambition may relentless guide, 

Or Moloch rules the mind, usurping Nature's claims. 

And so life wears apace — with hearts unstrung, 

That mourn their broken harmonies as dead ; 
While love, like Philomel, makes grief its tongue, • 

To tell the night how hope and joy are fled, 
Till anguish starts upon its sleepless bed 

To grasp relief, or end its pangs in death ; 
And thus the lover bows his aching head, 

Bemoaning his sad fate — scarce knowing what he saith. 

Thus quenched in the sublimity of life. 

His soul recoils in desolate despair. 
As love's fierce agony and tragic strife 

Lays all his bosom's sacred feelings bare — 
E'en as the vulture of the desert air 

Preys on the quivering vitals of the doomed — 
While memory, lingering with its halo there, 

Keviews the past delights which sorrow has entombed. 

These dark forebodings are love's bitterness, 

And yet from these its sweets are else distilled — 
When throbbing in its moments of excess 

I press thy bosom till my own is thrilled. 
And all my thoughts with new-bom hopes are filled — 

Whene'er thy presence beams upon my sight ; 
Then Love is lord again — yet so self-willed. 

That it would brave e'en death to snatch a brief delight. 

Thus poison may become an antidote — 

Applied to a distemper rife with doom, 
When both are neutralised, as those may note 

Who watch the patient in his fevered room. 
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And witness vital health's returning bloom, 

Emerging from a crisis of despair, 
Where life is rescued even from the tomb, 

To breathe once more the sweetness of its native air. 

Ah ! why should I indulge in this sad strain, 

When thou art ever faithful to thy vow ? 
Or wherefore brood upon some dreaded pain. 

As if its shadow loomed on Heaven's brow ? 
Like the eclipse, that seems prophetic, now, . 

Since thou art absent to my vacant eye. 
And absence tells me, what my fears allow, 

That love will pine in loneliness till it is fit to die. 

Come then, Thelissa ! let me see thy face, 

And all these vapours of my soul will fly — 
Like morning mist, when Sol begins the chase, 

And darts his golden arrows through the sky ; 
Then airy joys will leave the burthened sigh. 

To hover round thy fascinating form, 
In living raptures which shall never die, 

Though Love may be overwhelmed by Fate's relentless 
storm. 




'phHBee an^ attributes of Xlfe." 



Behold the mottej soene of bosy life 1 

Where myriads intermingle like swoln Btreams 
Which flow into the ocean ; chafed with strife, 

Ot lulled to peace by hope's delueive dreoma. 
Erratic murtolB chMe the distant gleama 

Of fortune's Sun, that flames at heaven's gate. 
Or in heroic mood, aa it beseems, 

They face the stem realities of Fate, — 
And biury on to doom, whece death's pale spectres w 



REFLECTIONS ON LIFE. 

\ AT, what is all this living scene 

That pcwts sing and lovers praise — 
Now glittering in goi^ous sheen, 

And dazzling fancy as we gaze ; 
The fairyland of boyhood's days, 

When life was all a golden dream. 
And hope allured a thousand ways, 

While each did fair and pleasant see 
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Ask youth — ^and it will glow with joy, 

Or bound with merry laugh away, 
And show you sweets that never cloy . 

The rapture of its sunny day ; 
And dance or frolic, rove or play 

O'er flowery paths, by summer bowers. 
And tell you life is bright and gay — 

A banquet of ambrosial hours. 

Ask yonder gentle maiden fair — 

Now smiling with bewitching grace ; 
While sunbeams nestle in her hair. 

And light the beauty of her face — 
Where love's emotion sweetly chase 

The revelations of her eyes ; 
Whilst with a slight coquettish trace 

She blushes as she thus replies — 

'^ All things are beautiful in life, 

If we could only prize' them so ; 
And how it is that care and strife 

May chiU the heart, I do not know — 
For I have never suffered woe 

Amidst these scenes — all dear to me, 
Where nature's blessings sweetly flow 

In unalloyed felicitie." 

Or, ask the pilgrim on his way, 

And he will tell you with a sigh — • 
" It is Hot what the happy say, 

Nor what the proud would fain imply ; " 
And with a sad impressive eye 

He'll point amidst the wastes of life — ; 
And show you where the stricken die, 

When vanquished in the human strife. 

And if you would inquire again — 
Accost yon old enfeebled man, 

And he perchance may tell you when 
His worldly troubles erst began, 
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Or show you life's perplexing plan, 
And how to tread its dreary maze, 
Which only sad experience can — 
When care has dulled our latter days. 

Ask him — if conscious life was given 

To be an ordeal to man. 
And he will lift his brow to heaven 

And say — " This life is but a span ; 
A burthened sense since it began ; 

A mystery which ends in death ; 
So read the moral while you can, 

Since life is only fleeting breath." 

It is as we ourselves devise — 

To make it e'en a bane or blessing ; 
And only they are truly wise 

Who study it to learn a lesson. 
Or watch, when fortune is caressing. 

To fix their eyes upon its sun — 
Until the goal, to which they're pressing. 

Is safely reached— or nobly won. 
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Ambition's sanguinary power. 

That bows the vanquished nations down. 
Inflames the despots of the hour 

To build up an Imperial crown, 
Or arming, with a haughty frown, 

Confront the world in Gorgon mien. 
And in fell pomp all mercy drown, 
To gloat on War's appalling scene. 

War ! dreadful scourge ! stem league of hell ! 

Affrighting earth with horrors dire ; 
Thy thunder-roar is death's dread knell 

To nations writhing in thy fire — 
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Where stricken hosts reel and expire, 
Drenched in a sea of clotting gore ; 

Victor and vanquished in their ire, 
Parting in blood to meet no more. 

Unholy conquest ! spoil of might ! 

Wrung from a people in despair, 
'Midst rapine, carnage, and affright. 

When all has failed that patriots dare — 
With dauntless hearts and bosoms bare, 

For the defence of Fatherland — 
Against despoilers, who would tear 

Their heritage with bloody hand. 

When Peace becomes a bond of blood — 

To hold a free-born race in chains, 
Not all the waters of the flood 

Could cleanse such guilt of its foul stains, 
And yet Te DewrrCa swelling strains 

Still sanctify what fiends would damn. 
While Heaven is praised for robbers' gains ; 

Impious rite ! hell-glozing sham ! 

'Tis thus vain-glorious tyrants rule, 

By decimating human life. 
Enkindling passions, ne'er to cool ; 

While wrong incites to endless strife, 
And rumoured wars are ever rife. 

While Eangs still urge the ghastly game— 
Despite the fierce assassin's knife, 

Or howsoe'er good men declaim. 

Yet who from danger e'er would shrink 

When duty calls the brave to arms % 
Or pause upon the deadly brink. 

Where Liberty awakes alarms ? 
Or dares Oppression's hostile swarms 

In scorn of tyrant and of slave ; 
While Valour's fire each bosom warms. 

That fights for freedom or a grave ! 
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LIBERTYl 

Oh ! Liberty ! best friend to man ! 

Nurse of tbe great in every clime ! 
Thy spirit, traced through nature's plan, 

Breathes in the monuments of time, 
Investing all with forms sublime ! 

Where life's bright triumphs are thy own ; 
Whose smile inwreathed creation's prime, 

Ennobling man on reason's throne. 

Inspired by thee he walks erect 

In conscious dignity and pride, 
And feels thy glorious effect 

O'er all the earth, and ocean wide ; 
With life immortally allied. 

Source of invigorating power ! 
Where'er thy spirit may preside, 

It is the nation's shield and tower. 

Life's heritage and proudest boast ! 

Through which the noblest natures glow ; 
Blest is the race who prize thee most, 

For they shall never dread a foe, 
Nor crouch beneath a tyrant's blow. 

But rather perish in their scorn. 
And in their deathless hate bestow 

A legacy to sons unborn. 

A people's greatness and renown 

Spring not from empire or the sword, 
But liberty, extended down 

From age to age, in true accord 
With equal rights in hind or lord ; 

And justice, fostered by wise laws, 
And mercy, not in vain implored, 

Deserve and gain the world's applause* 
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This nerved the fearless Roman's soul, 

When by his arm great CsBsar fell — 
And 'gainst imperious control 

Taught how the noble could rebel, 
And scorn ambition's haughty spell, 

By which the tyrant awes mankind. 
Until a Brutus, or a Tell, 

Awakes the world they would unbind. 

So Wallace, with undaunted breast, 

Heroic rose in danger's hour, 
And smote the host that then opprest 

His country with despotic power, 
As the usurper's arrowed shower 

In wanton carnage drenched the land. 
Till Freedom thrice bequeathed its dower, 

To wreath the mighty patriot's brand 1 

Thus boundless as omnipotence 

The power of liberty extends. 
And, with its vital influence, 

Exalts the will that never bends 
Till life achieves its noblest ends. 

And death becomes the shrine of fame, 
Where manly worth with genius blends 

To crown another victor's name ! 

Great foster spirit of the mind ! 

Still animate the ardent breast 
To glow sublime in all mankind, 

Till earth shall be no more opprest ; 
And nations at thy high behest , 

Unite in amity and peace. 
While social life, with deathless zest. 

Enjoys the fruit of thy increase. 
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KNOWLEDGE IS POWER. 

Lo ! ignorance flies witli its mists ! 

And leaves the cultivated land — 
Where savage man no more exists, 

As nations flourish and expand — 
To majesty, or empires grand, 

Beneath Time's civilising sway ; 
While monumental glories stanc^ 

To crown their grandeur or decay. 

And in the progress man achieves 

O'er Nature's forces, grand and stern ; 
His spirit in its triumphs leaves 

An impress— where we may discern 
How all may conquer — who will learn, ^ 

From him who toils in abject state, — 
To him whose noble projects earn 

The fame that ranks him with the great. 

The power of potentates who sway 

The millions bending to their will, 
May scarcely influence their day 

In the results of good or ill ; 
But mental power can move or thrill 

Humanity from pole to pole, 
And deathless principles instil 

In the eternal bent of soul. 

The mind thus winged with inward light. 

Illumes the ages lapsed in gloom. 
And radiates the brow of night 

While baring Nature's hidden womb ; 
Or robes the dead within the tomb — 

In life's esoteric review ; 
Or probes the mystery of doom — 

Enveloped in its darkest hue. 
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So man gives earth's material forms 

His own vitality of soul, 
And from the spirit of its storms 

He learns how nature's laws control 
The cyclone's rage or ocean's roll, 

And with their force augments his power, 
Then grasping the stupendous whole, 

Rejoices in the mighty dower. 

Thus knowledge is the key of life, 

Unlocking all its secret springs ; 
While wisdom, umpire in its strife, 

Sublimes the truth experience brings, 
And fits them to the soul of things, 

Which genius clothes in dazzling light, 
And with its many-coloured wings 

Diffuses glory and delight. 

Oh ! knowledge, life's puissant gift, 

Extend thy influence abroad. 
And with thy soaring wing uplift 

The sordid soul above the clod ; 
Or let it wield thy magic rod 

And smite the rock till waters flow, 
And man becomes a demigod 

Among his kindred race below. 



THE STORM. 

RBFLBCTIONS IN A PORBST. 

Thb sky is wild and overcast. 

The landscape shrinks, oppressed with gloom, 
While stormy clouds are gathering fast. 

As if upon the eve of doom. 
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And in the forest's living tomb 

Sepulchral shadows darker grow, 
As northwards distant thunders boom, 

While torrents in a deluge flow. 

List, mortal, to the solemn blast 

That seems to mourn the ages fled, 
And calls upon the buried past 

To wake the voices of the dead, 
Or tell us what the loved ones said 

Ere memory wept upon the tomb, 
And desolation hung its head. 

Like Niobe, subdued by doom. 

It speaks of blighted hopes and joys, 

Of wasted life's extinguished aim, 
Of mute despair, which soon destroys 

The tissues of this fragile frame ; 
It whispers love's undying name 

In tones that vibrate through the soul 
Eecalling bliss transformed to shame, 

Or marred by fate's malign control. 

It sobs and shrieks in fltful strife. 

As if o'ercome by grief and fear. 
Or mourned the nothingness of life, 

Ajid all its visions faded here — 
Its glory quenched in sorrow's tear, 

And all its aspirations riven. 
With nothing to sustain or cheer 

The soul's forlorn appeal to heaven. 

Hark ! how it roars like any sea 

And moans in moody gusts of woe. 
While voices rave in every tree 

That creaks and^sways now to and fro ; 
Yet louder still the wind does blow. 

And howls and screams with dismal wail, 
As if the demons from below 

O'er man and Nature would prevaiL 
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Bave on, ye winds ! in fiercer gusts, 

Yet fiercer still man's passions rage, 
And riot in debasing lusts — 

Debauchery in every stage ; 
And folly, traced from youth to age. 

Hate, cruelty, and murder fell, 
With selfishness and craft engage 

To multiply the crimes of heU. 

And such the tumult of the mind 

When troubles crowd upon the brain. 
Till reason gropes, with torture blind. 

And wrests with darkness, but in vain ; 
Then, giving up its loosened rein, 

Lets chaos riot in the soul, 
While shattered manhood laughs insane 

With eyes wild glaring as they rolL 

As Nature's aspects change each hour. 

So varied life reflects its hues. 
And in the storm's destructive power 

Man owns the symbol which he views. 
Ah, would he pause while he construes 

The moral Nature thus conveys, 
He might in self-restraint still choose 

A safeguard worthy of all praise. 
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This life is like the varied change 

Of Nature through the circling year ; 
In spring our youthful footsteps range 

By heathy hill or streamlet clear ; 
In summer bound in glad career. 

Then calmly seek mild autumn's arms. 
Or shrink dismayed ^hen winter drear 

Assails the world with wild £darms. 
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A voice of sadness seems to say — 

'* All earthly pleasures soon depart^ 
And while we sport, life's fleeting day 

Is flying like a winged dart ; " 
Some listening, pause — while others start, 

To sigh, or weep, or pray to Heaven, 
Before the torpor of the heart 

Proclaims its earthly ties are riven. 

The mind intuitively turns 

To sympathy in its distress, 
"While some responsive bosom bums 

With longings, formed to soothe or bless ; 
And what the heart may then express. 

Some kindred heart to it replies ; 
Creating a new happiness, 

Or vital charm, that never dies. 

Or love, or pity, touch the chords 

Which breathe the sigh, or start the tear ; 
While thought a pensive joy affords, 

Kecalling scenes for ever dear. 
Intwined with those now passed from here. 

Or blent with one in sad decay — 
Whom soothing kindness tries to cheer. 

E'en 'midst the whispers of dismay. 

And thus emotions sway us all, 

And move the most insensate breast : 
While memories like shadows fall, 

Or sunbeams, when they gild the west. 
To lighten sadness when opprest, 

Or make the bosom sadder still — 
To think the heart was once too blest 

To dream of change that comes to chill. 

Ah ! sad mutation of the soul 1 

That follows life's eventful race. 
When with the fleeting years that roll, 

Fate darkly hastens to efface 
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The dream of beauty, love, and grace, 
That woke sensations of delight ; 

Thus quenched, alas ! in death's embrace, 
And shrouded in eternal night. 



THE FRUIT OF EVIL. 

Transported to the height of joy, 

Or pining in the depths of sorrow, 
Man finds no bliss without alloy — 

Hope dies to-day and lives to-morrow ; 
Himself the bitter cup may borrow. 

While thoughtless folly lures him on. 
Till trouble goads him like a harrow. 

When forced to reap what he has sown. 

The baleful seeds the foolish sow 

Spring up prolific in their growth, 
And tares appear where fruit should grow. 

The harvest of neglect and sloth ; 
Then disappointed, sour and wroth. 

They curse the aspects of their fate. 
And feel more reckless, and less loth 

From Virtue's path to deviate. 

The lapse from Virtue saps the soul, 

And undermines its fortitude. 
Till Prudence, losing all control, 

Lets Passion range where'er it would ; — 
Temptation then no more withstood. 

The victim drifts from vice to crime, 
Till in the midst of turpitude 

Death overtakes him ere his prime ; 

Or bound in felon fetters strong. 
And pining in the dungeon's gloom. 

He expiates some deed of wrong, 
'Midst horrors darker than the tomb, 
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And longs for light which may illume 

That Aceldama of despair, 
Where fate has left him to consume 

A life too dead to waken care ; 

Or in wild spasms of remorse 

He starts in horror, self-arraigned, 
And feels that death could not be worse, — 

For why ? — the dead man is not chained ! 
And clutching phantoms, fiery-brained, 

He reels convulsive in the dark, 
With sinews racked and eyeballs strained, 

And writhing falls, mute, grim, and stark ; 

Then from his stupor slowly wakes, 

And gazes round his loathsome cell. 
While Dawn a ghastly ejQTort makes 

To reach the darkness where he fell, 
And tries to lessen or dispel 

The guilty shadows brooding there, 
Or throw a timid light to dwell 

Within his dank and grimy lair. 

He lifts his head, and pauses still. 

As- if he pondered o'er a dream ; 
Then sighs like one whose soul is ill. 

And so in truth he well might seem ; 
Or longs for freedom to redeem 

The infamy that stains his name. 
For their sad sakes, who could not deem 

That he was bom for fearful fame. 

Oh, burning agony of soul ! 

Seared by the felon brand of crime, 

To be immured in guilt's foul goal. 
Accurst for life and future time : 

What solace in a foreign clime 

Will conscience find in after years. 

When blasted thus, ere manhood's primes- 
Life ebbs away in hidden tears ? 
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THE CURSE OF DRINK; 

OR, DEADLY BANB OF LIFE. 

The blackest element of crime 

Is baneful drink's degrading curse ! 
And never in the flight of time 

Has earth been stricken with a worse. 
Its traffic is a hideous nurse 

Of misery and felon shame : 
A pestilent, prolific source 

Of all the evils tongue can name. 

It soddens and pollutes the mind — 

Dries up and petrifies the heart; 
Its influence strikes reason blind, 

As with a demon's burning dart, 
And makes its victims reel and smart, 

Till madness riots in their veins'; 
And feeling, sense, and shame depart 

Where moral law no more restrains. 

It shatters strength, and withers thought ; 

It paralyses self-control ; 
And all its social joys are fraught 

With foul abasement of the souL 
Thus, downward to a fearful goal, 

The drunkard staggers in his sin, 
Unmindful how the world may roll, 

Or what pitfall he may groan in. 

And can it be that this dread curse — 
This leprosy and social blight — 

Is nursed to swell a nation's purse. 
And sanctioned by its legal might — 
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Protected as a trading right, 

Although it ruins, maims, and kills 1 

And yet no power can e'en indict 
This mainspring of all moral ills. 

There is a glaring gap in this — 

An ugly legislative flaw, 
The puhlic conscience cannot miss 

To deem anom£dous in law, 
Which points the moral we may draw 

From selfish interests in the State, 
That sanctions wrong to feed their maw. 

Then brands the crimes they thus create ! 

If wisdom could these truths instil. 

The jujigment might regain control 
To guide the weakness of the will — - 

The morbid craving of the soul. 
But where unbridled passions roll, 

Without a stay to stem the tide, 
The fool would fain himself console 

By mocking those who dare to chide. 
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Death comes — sad source of human woe ! 

It comes to lull the troubled breast. 
And leave the swelling tears to flow 

Where mourners haunt the place of rest — 
With violets and myrtle dressed ; 

Fit emblems of this changeful state. 
Where nothing more shall e'er molest 

The mute oblivion of fate. 

Oh grave 1 how peaceful thy domain, 
Where all lie hushed in solemn sleep ; 

Where anguish has forgot its pain. 
And misery no more shall weep. 
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Thy stillness — ^how profound and deep ! 

Lone refuge of the human race, 
Where life's vain triumphs only reap 

Dumb mockery in thy cold embrace. 

Ah ! surely it was ne'er designed 

Life's cherished hope should perish here ; 
Nor yet, in mercy to mankind, 

That God should scorn the pleading tear ; 
Or mock the trust within the bier, 

To lift a broken reed on high, 
Or raise the dead to yonder sphere — 

To wipe the tears from every eye. 

Or whence this dream of deathless life, 

This longing for supernal bliss. 
If man must sink in mortal strife, 

And his existence end with this ? 
Then Hell might wake its fiends to hiss 

The awful mockery of Heaven ! 
And paralysed creation miss 

The Veil of Mercy, rent and riven I 

The doubt recoils upon the soul — 

And drives it on itself for aid 
Li vain — ^if Faith will not console 

The agony its pause has made. 
Or dissipate the dreadful shade 

That broods in Death's abhorred abyss — 
Come then, Belief ! though yet delayed. 

And hide the fearful precipice ! 

Oh ! blessed hope that still sustains 

The spirit in the hour of fate ; 
The only balm the poor man gains 

To ease the burden of his state ; 
When life's sad day is growing late. 

And all his labours have an end, 
Then death but comes to mitigate 

The sufferings heaven was loth to send. 
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OLD AGE AND DEATH. 

RICH AND POOR CONTRASTBD. 

The doom of nature waits on aU ^ 

And they who live to see old age 
But live to feel their senses pall 

With weariness on life's last stage, 
With scarce a solace to assuage 

Its sad infirmities and pains, 
Not e*en a hope which might engage, 

Save that beyond the grave's domains. 

What sight so sad as age and want. 

Bowed down with trouble and disease ? 
Beseeching death, with tears, to grant 

The fate approaching by degrees ; 
Sustained a while on life's poor lees. 

And moaning o'er its broken ties, 
The old man heeds not what he sees. 

But, all-abandoned, droops and dies. 

Or dwindling down in mild decay, 

Serene and cheerful to the end, 
The patriarch may pass away 

'Midst every blessing Heaven could send ; 
With loved ones round him to attend 

And soothe his spirit ere it fled, 
Then, with the fond memorial penned, 

Eecord their tribute to the dead. 

Such is the contrast e'en in death 

Which life's allotment hourly makes ; 
But let us not with captious breath 

Carp o'er the dead e'en for their sakes, 
Where poor humanity partakes, 

The peace that shrouds its last repose. 
And all in vain life's tumult breaks 

Where mortals have forgot their woes. 
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How sound they sleep beneath the sod. 

Unconscious even of their rest ! 
Hushed in the solemn fold of God, 

Where death has hallowed every breast, 
And lingering memories invest 

Their ashes with a sacred spell, 
That seems to whisper, " They are blest 

Who with the dead for ever dwell." 
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Gaunt Poverty ! whose freezing grip 

Chills every pulse that warms the breast, 
And makes life's cares a scorpion whip. 

That robs its victims of their rest ; 
By want and misery opprest — 

The soul pines in its deadly shade. 
And Genius perishes unblest 

For lack of sympathetic aid. 

Oh, ye who pass an easy life. 

And haply neither toil nor spin. 
Think of the sad and sickening strife 

Of beings — e'en to you akin — 
Who wear life out to keep life in, 

'Midst misery and dire distress. 
Yet shrink to glean the spoils of sin. 

Though it might make their troubles less. 

There is a virtue in such lives 

The moralist may ne'er compute, 
For one who so neglected strives, 

A martyr is without repute ; 
Unlike the tree known by its fruit — 

Worth withers as its blossoms form. 
For want of nurture at the root — 

To fall at last amidst the storm. 
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The pangs of absolute distress, 

Too often by the helpless borne, 
Are nothing to the bitterness 

That springs from man's inhuman scorn. 
God help the abject and forlorn, 

Compelled to brook contempt and wrong, 
E'en whilst the writhing soul is torn 

By agonies too sad for song ! 

The feeling heart may truly bleed 

To mark the ruthlessness of man, 
Whose inhumanity or greed 

Outrages God's impartial plan. 
And arrogantly puts a ban 

On His beneficence and law, 
Abridging life's care-burdened span 

To glut a wolfish, felon maw. 

Would all but justly poise the scale 

That weighs their duty to their kind, 
The voice of Nature would not fail 

To bless the equity of mind 
That acts as God in truth designed — 

•When man arose in mortal state 
And formed a Unity to bind 

The kindred ties that smile at fate ! 
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Oh ! purse-proud age ! Oh ! venal times ! 

Where arrogance and baseness reign, 
And hypocrites connive at crimes 

That virtue may decry in vain ; 
How may society arraign 

The wealthy sybarites of sin. 
When these might rouse the world's disdain. 

And wreck the prestige wealth basks in. 
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See luxury's voluptuous mien — 

As pomp airays its jewelled train, 
Where pride and selfishness are seen, 

And vanity is doubly vain ; 
While slaves toil on that fraud may reign, 

And splendour gild the feudal hall ; 
For reason must be bom again 

Before these carnal idols fall 

Then humbly bow, ye servile herd. 

And let your noble masters pass ; 
For know, whom God has thus preferred 

Were bom to rule the vulgar mass, 
And be to them a sacred class — 

The Brahmins of the great Yishnou, 
Or something of the god and ass — 

The Pariah and proud Hindoo. 

The honest man, akin to God, 

Is lowest in the social scale, 
And all through life may work and plod, 

To sink when health and vigour fail ; 
While grandeur, in a coat of mail. 

Bestrides the steed with crest and plume. 
And smiles at want's lugubrious tale. 

Or mocks the hapless helot's doom. 

Injustice dominates the earth 

With the authority of might, 
And darkens the domestic hearth, 

Like the simoom's destructive blight — 
Invading every cherished right 

That freedom guards in scorn of fate — 
And all the hell-fiends who would smite — 

To glut the blood thirst of their hata 

The poor who humbly toil for all 
Are still denied the fruits of toil. 

And sweat in universal thrall. 
As bondsmen on their native soil ; 
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• 

While life's elixir, wine, and oil, 

And all that fortune can bestow. 
Are heaped on Mammon's shrine the while. 

By those who reap what others sow. 

Thus prestige and patrician power 

Absorb the glory of the State, 
And drones, who drain the public dower, 

Are masters of the peoples' fate ; 
While titles glorify the " great," 

Who wield distinction's golden rod ; 
So groans the world beneath the weight 

Of grandeur's aggrandising god ! 
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Say, what is life — that's ever seen. 

And felt, but still so little known ? 
A mortal, and immortal mien, 

A soul, and body, intergrown ; 
The animal and Godhead shown 

In all its actions and desires ; 
To good as well as evil prone — 

Decaying 'midst its living fires. 

Is it a meteor flash confined 

Within the bosom while it bums ? 
Or breath of God, enkindling mind — 

To shine like lamps enclosed in urns 
Along the vale where man sojourns 1 

In whom life's contrasts all abound, 
Magnanimous and mean by turns, 

Mysterious, simple, or profound. 

What is the secret spring that moves 
Its wondrous mechanism so ? 

Is there within itself which proves 
How it exists ? How it doth grow ? 
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Whence comes' it ? .' Whither it will go ? 

And thus informed, unravel fate, 
And by its demonstration show 

A problem solved, of fearful weight. 

How do the nerves which crowd the brain 

Transmit sensations to the face. 
And cast those lights and shades so plain 

O'er every feature we may trace ; 
Where all the soul's emotions chase 

Each other in its transient moods. 
And gives expression its set phase 

In all our mortal habitudes ? 

Why do we sigh ? or smile ? or grieve 1 , 

Or frown 1 or weep 1 or love ? or hate ? 
And why to some so fondly cleave ? 

From others turn as shunning fate ? 
Why do we sometimes feel elate ? 

Or sink depressed in mute despair ? 
Or moved by hope, anticipate 

Some happiness we fain would share ? 

We live — and still we know not life, 

And least ourselves — of all mankind : 
We seek its peace or bear its strife, 

But to its grand results are blind ; 
We fain would judge another's mind 

By the perversion of our own, 
And seek what we can never find — 

Nor all the wise have ever shown. 

We fail to comprehend the link 

That gives to life its deathless claim — 
E'en whilst it prompts the soul to think. 

And shows the one transcendent aim 
Which makes it mightier than fame, 

And snatches victory from death. 
To consecrate a noble name 

That lives without the aid of breath. 
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Thus some intuitively know 

How they may blend its duties well, 
And by their bright example show 

How truth and rectitude excel, 
Or leave posterity to tell 

How their humanity prevailed, 
And greatly rose where others fellr- 

By lifting them when nature failed. 

Some lean on others for support, 

And yearn for sympathy or aid ; 
Some doubt themselves, and humbly court 

Another's judgment to persuade ; 
And some, of harder atoms made, 

Are self-reliant and assured ; 
And with a dauntless front invade 

Wherever they may be endured. 

Some shrink in quiet nooks away. 

As if they feared to face the world ; 
Some leap into the blaze of day. 

And hold their colours out unfurled : 
And some in mad career are hurled 

Adown the dark abyss of time, 
Whilst others in its storms are whirled, 

But rise unscathed from strife sublime. 

Some teach mankind the way to live, 

And then neglect what they have taught ; 
Some seek for fortune's gifts to give. 

And reckon all they gave as naught ; 
Some, with a modest wisdom fraught. 

Are dumb ; but let their actions tell 
How they have lived and nobly wrought 

To prove how worthy deeds excel. 

Life's curse and immemorial sin 

Lies in material desires, 
Which petrify the good within. 

And quench the spirit's nobler fires ; 
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For one who earnestly aspires 
To benefit the hnman race, 

The bulk of mankind — sons and sires — 
In all their aims make self the base. 

They look on life as one great cast, 

That each perchance attempts to throw, 
One's stake is small, another's vast. 

E'en as their chances ebb or flow ; 
And thus their passions come or go, 

As triumph or defeat ensues — 
Some rising high, some sinking low, 

While each his ruling bent pursues. 
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While busy life's absorbing task 

Inflames the ardour of thy breast, 
Still scorn to wear a borrowed mask 

When thou hast started on thy quest. 
But firmly, earnestly addressed, 

Thy guerdon win by sterling worth, 
And, 'midst life's conflict do thy best 

To gain its honours, and hold forth. 

To conquer and to win the prize. 

Is not enough, though it be well ; 
For oft the greatest danger lies 

In wearing honours, as some tell — 
For then thou shouldst thyself excel. 

And make thy success doubly sure, 
And not, like Caesar, when he fell, 

Whose very glory made him poor ! 

Life's footsteps are on shifting sands. 
Engulfing all who traverse there ; 

And Pleasure, like a siren, stands 
To waken rapture, then despair ! 
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And all that seems surpassing fair 

Is but a dream whidi charms the sense, 

Like the mirage that gleams in air — 
Dissolving as we vanish hence. 

Thus look upon this earthly scene 

As but a transitory state, 
Where nought but changes intervene, 

And man obeys a hidden fate ; 
How brief his joys, how short his date, 

Too soon thy saddened soul will know 
Ere thou hast reached life's postern-gate. 

Where there is neither joy nor woe. 



JUDGES IN ISRAEL, 

OB BURNS AND BTRON ON THEIR TRIAL. 

The Puritan, that whitened sepulchre of worth, 

And Bigot sour, with malice in his soul. 
Would still, in truculent self-righteousness, hold forth 

The sins of Burns and Byron, as a shoal — 
Which in conjoint iniquity would taint the whole 

Morality of life with flagrant shame ; 
So, like Judaic Judges, they would fain control 

The light of Genius — thus to quench its fame ! 

But what credentials do these Rabbis, hold from God, 

To constitute them censors of the age ; 
When their mediocrity would even shame the clod. 

And yet in self-sufficiency they wage 
Malignant enmity against the bard or sage 

Who dares to peer into their hornet nest — 
And show the people what hypocrisies engage 

The unctuous Sanhedrim of the blest ? 
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And thus they libel Boms a libertine and sot, 

Who mocked the holy elders in his glee, 
And ridiculed the Church, religion, and what not, 

By showing — ^in a way profanely free — 
That priests and pious knaves were not what they should be, 

Though lifting up their heads as the elect ; 
And yet, though he unmasked the sniveUing Pharisee, 

He treated true religion with respect 

Then dauntless Byron came and roused their scorpion ire. 

And sinned — Oh ! yes, against the moral creed, 
But yet it was not truly with a base desire. 

But rather that rich sinners might take heed 
To crimes he had unearthed — and gave Society to read — 

That so its idols might amend their ways, 
And then they made him out a Pariah indeed 

For exposing them to the vulgar gaze ! 

But still the vipers feared the lightning of his verse, 

And deemed it prudent to await their time — 
Until at last they saw him carried to his hearse, 

And then they blent his name with every crime, 
And with malignity, transcendent and sublime, 

Refused the walls of England's noblest fane'*' 
To let the world indite his monumental rhyme, 

And sliow they dimmed his genius in vain ! 



MAN'S TRUE GOD, 

OR THE POWER OF VANITT, BIGOTRT, AND 8ELFISHKES8. 

Wht should the vanity of mortals raise 
Their own importance to the chief degree, 

And shame Creation with self-vaunting praise. 
As lords of an immortal destiny, 

* Westminster Abbey 
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When Nature tells them what their fate shall be, 
As dust that mingles with their native clod ? 

And yet thej claim new life in that decree, 
And own a deathless unity in God. 

But therein lies the glory of conceit, 

Which makes their egotistic pride sublime 
As thus they tread all doubt beneath their feet, 

And soar beyond the teaching of all time. 
Denouncing reason as a mental crime, 

When it dissects their creeds diverse and odd. 
Which they would trace up to Creation's prime. 

While each sect forms its own ideal God. 

And hence they know their Deity's designs, 

For those who gave Him attributes should know ; — 
So what the Augur in his mood divines 

They will believe, as suits their joy or woe ; 
And thus the Pagan makes a godly show, 

E*en from the clay which he perchance has trod ; 
And as his idols stand in hideous row. 

He bows before some ugly-looking god. 

Man therefore lives to prostitute his soul 

In faiths and Shibboleths he should despise, 
While dupes still grovel under base control. 

Swayed by the influence of craft and lies. 
Which tyranny and fraud in arch disguise. 

Imposes on their senses as they plod ; 
Till in the end they learn with opened eyes 

That Selfishness is man's remorseless God. 



MAN. 

Man is a homilist and fool — 
A hypocrite and sage ; 

A tyrant who usurps to rule^ 
But lives to curse the age. 
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His yirtue is a tainted sham, 
His honour much the same ; 

And his humanity would damn 
Whoe'er invoked the name. 

His piety is all a cloak 

To hide his felon guile, 
And his philanthropy but smoke. 

That veils his schemes the while. 
Oh, what a host of saintly knaves ! 

A polished gang of thieves, 
Who prey upon the toiling slaves, 

Life-drained, like withered leaves ! 
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Great Men, adorning every age, 

Give puissance to Eeason's reign : 
While Knowledge calls to serf and sage 

To show its gifts are not in vain — 
Where Progress quickens hand and brain. 

Augmenting Nature's teeming dower. 
And Industry and Learning gain 

New proofs of Man's exhaustless power. 

" Lord of Creation," proudly styled. 

And by true sovereignty sustained ; 
Where ocean rolls, or sun has smiled. 

There he is lord, as Heaven ordained ; 
Where'er his active power is strained, 

His spirit rears itself a throne — 
E'en where despotic Nature reigned 

In ice- wilds round the polar zone. 

His genius plumes its wings of flame 
To soar immortal and sublime ; 

He lives, sole heir to deathless fame. 
In deeds of glory or of crime ; 
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Life's arbiter in every clime 

His eyes have scanned, or footsteps trod — 
The high Ambassador of Time, 

And fertile Instrument of God. 

His functions, faculties, and form, 

With grace and majesty unite — 
Like sunshine blending with the storm, 

In scenes of tersor or delight ; 
Type of intelligence and might 1 

Creation^s paragon and pride ! 
Perfection's wonder ! image bright 

Of Him whose name is glorified ! 

Such grandeur centres in his soul, 

Invested with immortal power— 
Keacting through divine control 

In every issue of the hour, 
Arrayed in glory like a tower 

That rears its pinnacles to heaven ; 
Or dark as fate, when thunders lower, 

Bemoaning hopes in ruin riven. 

Or rising, with exulting bound, 

Creates an empire from the dust, 
And, with sagacious wisdom crowned. 

Fulfils its universal trust. 
And shapes the destiny that must 

Bring all to an Almighty bar, 
Where he who hath his conscience just 

Shall shine refulgent as a star. 

Oh, man ! how truly blessed art thou 

Above all living creatures bom, 
Who trace dominion on thy brow. 

Or crouch beneath thy lordly scorn — 
Why should life's kindred ties be torn 

To glut thy selfish lust of power. 
And leave thy fellow-man to mourn. 

And curse thy greatness as they cower ? 
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Gods ! made ye man the lord of earth 

To be 80 opposite in kind 1 
A strange enigma from his birth — 

Far-seeing, yet innately blind ; 
Still tracing in another's mind 

The darker mystery of his own, 
And yet his sovereignty would bind 

The world, while he usurps its throne. 

All living things, and forms, and hues, 

Which animate this boundless scene — 
Whatever his soul, enraptured, views 

In this bright world, where gods have been, 
Exist for him, and more unseen. 

Than empires to exalt his state. 
With continents and seas between. 

Whereon he rides confronting fata 

Appalling dangers but incite 

His daring with a deadly charm — 
He wrestles with an Afrit's might, 

And conquers with heroic arm, 
Where perils lurk or wars alarm. 

With fearless scorn he sheds his blood, 
And mounts the breach where foemen swarm. 

Or braves the fury of the flood. 

The elements of earth and air 

Are all subservient to his skill ; 
And winds and vassal lightnings bear 

The force and mandate of his will ; 
And fate and fortune but fulfil 

The issues of his proud career, 
While he remains immortal still, 

Though stretched upon his shrouded bier. 
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Proud man is like a plant that grows, 

Exposed to blight and storm : 
And every passing wind that blows 

Assails his vital form : 
Awhile he flourishes apace, 

And glories in his strength ; 
And to the sun uplifts his face, 

But droops supine at length. 

What though he should outlive the Spring 

And summer's smiles enjoy, 
Yet wintry age at last will bring 

The frailties that destroy : 
Each hour he lives, each step he takes. 

Contracts his little day, 
And when he sleeps, or when he wakes, 

He dwindles to decay. 

Then what avails his rank or wealth, 

Which perish with his breath ? 
They cannot purchase peace or health. 

Nor bribe the hand of Death. 
Oh, Man ! why rear thy haughty head 

With such imperious scorn. 
As if thou scarcely deign'st to tread 

The earth where thou wert bom ? 

Why build thy throne amidst the stars, 

Aiid deem thyself a god. 
When soon beneath sepulchral bars. 

Thy crown will be a clod 1 
Vain are thy titles, vain thy gold, 

Then wherefore spurn the poor. 
When all thy grasping power may hold, 

Life cannot long secure ! 
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What is ambition ? glory ? fame ? 

But meteors on the way, 
To gild the vapour of a name, 

And lead the soul astray ; 
And pleasure is as vain as these. 

That moth-like seeks the glare, 
And courts destruction by degrees, 

Expiring in despair. 

Think of oblivion, and the grave ! 

Where worms shall wreathe thy brow. 
And Death confound thee with the slave 

Thou deem'st so abject now : 
There grimly laid beneath its frown 

The great rot in their pride, 
Nor heed the homage of renown 

That lives but to deride : 

E'en thus, though lord of empires vastj 

Thy pomp shall end in woe ; 
And where the humble lie at last 

Thou wilt be laid as low : 
Veiled in the horror of decay. 

Thy form will moulder there. 
And aU thy grandeur pass away 

Like mist upon the air. 

Such is the universal doom 

Of all who breathe on earth, 
And Nature offers but a tomb 

To consecrate thy birth : 
Nor think at the celestial throne 

Thy soul will meet with grace, 
Unless in acts of mercy shown 

Thy life has blest thy race. 

Then humbly bend the knee to heaven. 

Low in thy native dust, 
And justly yield what God has given 

E'en as an earthly trust ; 
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So m^y thy soul's inheritance 

Eclipse this mortal state, 
And worthy deeds that bliss enhance 

When thou hast bowed to fate. 
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Shall Man become a lifeless clod — 

Or perish like the stolid brute ? 
Then vain is a belief in God, 

Who. treads His works beneath His foot, 
And mocks His own great attribute — 

Divine Creator of our souls : 
Abjuring even that repute — 

In blasting what His might controls. 

What solace is there in belief 

Of blank extinction in the grave ? 
Unless it may insure relief 

To those redemption may not save ; 
If that could be, mankind might waive 

Objections to material views. 
And wickedness exulting brave 

The goodness we too oft abuse. 

There is a grandeur in the soul 

Which cannot be destroyed by death ; 
The grave is not its final goal — 

The conscience like a sybil saith ; 
Though life depends upon a breath, 

The spirit like electric flame. 
Darts through eternity to wreathe 

A glory round a mortal name. 

The mind diseased, obtuse, and dark, 
With unbelief and scorn of God, 

Hastes, like the ostrich to its mark. 
To seek extinction in the sod — 
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When death's dread shadow stalks ahroad ; 

And thus the fool from wrath would hide, 
Or shun the terrors of the rod — 

A Heaven-defying suicide ! 

Why should we deem when we may die 

That life's mysterious issues end ? 
Or Nature give to Heaven the lie — 

When all its vital laws depend 
On what the God of Light may send — 

Each day, and through eternal time 1 
Or dare, against ourselves, defend 

Annihilation's hell-urged crime ? 

What is it that within us bums— 

And lifts the soul to higher state, 
When doubt, and sophistry, it spurns 

Amidst the agonies of fate. 
And bidding hope still rise elate — 

Thus soars above the reach of doom ; 
While glorious visions dissipate 

The mortal shadows of the tomb ; 

'Tis better far, oh, fellow-men ! 

To cling to hopes of future bliss ; 
Though it may be beyond our ken — 

'Tis the corollary to this, 
And those who scoflf it know they miss 

The grand incentive of the sold — 
To tower above the dread abyss 

In which our doubts in horror roll. 
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Thb abject homage of the mean 
Surrounds the Deity of Gold, 

And base servility is seen 
In venal guises manifold ; 
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Wherever rank and riches hold 

Their pageants and Plutonic sway, 
There sycophants, all menial-souled, 

Fawn, crouch, and flatter, or obey. 

'Tis not in menial life alone 

That servile deference exists, 
For humble slaves must live, we own — 

And their necessity enlists 
A sympathy no one resists ; — 

But flunkeys of a higher grade 
Wear its insignia, which consists 

Of feudal badges, well displayed — 

The grand Patrician demi-gods ! 

With starry breasts and gartered knees, 
All grace and grave Olympian nods, 

With courtly step and polished ease — 
And dignity which seems to freeze 

Or strike the mean Plebeian dumb ; 
Who gains his senses by degrees, 

To wonder what is next to come. 

The creatures who surround a throne, 

Like moths attracted by the glare, 
Can scarcely call their lives their own. 

Absorbed by artificial care ; 
Whilst in vain rivalries they bare 

Their empty hearts, drained to the core ; 
And on their forms shine brilliants rare, 

Much brighter than their minds e'er wore. 

And what are kings, enthroned and crowned. 

But sceptred idols, feigning sway ? 
Set up by those who shine around. 

For slaves to worship and obey ; 
Mere puppets ; and the rulers they 

Who grasp emolument and power, 
And count the land their lawful prey. 

To form hereditary dower. 
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Power, pensions, titles, and estates 

Become their proud prerogatives ; 
On these the crafty courtier waits — 

For them he fawns, intrigues, and lives ; 
The more the burdened nation gives — 

The more rapacious is his maw, 
Till he and all his relatives 

Are well provided for by law. 

But yet the people pay for all ; 

And e'en the grandeur they behold 
Springs from their means, however small, 

And all that glitters is their gold ; 
Their very rights are filched and sold. 

To purchase privilege and place : 
Still kings and cabals they uphold, 

Though ever to their own disgrace. 

The hollow pageantry of State 

We can behold and yet despise ; 
While littleness may still be great 

Where fools enjoy their Paradise ; 
But who would change the homely guise 

Familiar to domestic life. 
For all the gorgeous fripperies 

That fashion wears in courtly strife f 



YOUTH. 

The golden hours of youthful prime 

Are sun-robed heralds of the soul, 
That gild the pageantry of Time, 

And light the way to Glory's goal : 
Or where the stream of life may roll 

They kindle Hope's auspicious ray. 
And smile at Care's relaxed control. 

While Pleasure holds impulsive sway 
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How "bright and glorious is the view 

Where life's expanding prospect lies ! 
And heaven and earth, and ocean too, 

Are but the future victor's prize, 
When manhood's triumph bids him rise 

To crown ambition's lofty aim ; 
Whilst greatness ranks him with the wise, 

And fame in wreathes his laurelled name. 

The glow of beauty and of love — 

Komance's soul-impassioned spell — 
The virtue that would rise above 

The haunts where crime and folly dwell ; 
The wisdom that would fain excel 

What all the great have done before 
Speak with a tongue that loves to tell 

Of youth's resource and boundless store. 

It breathes an atmosphere of bliss. 

Where song and music thrill the sense — 
Soul-rapt in dreamy ecstasies, 

Enthusiastic and intense ; 
While life's Elysium, gleaming hence. 

Allures it on to golden shores, 
Till aU its sympathies condense 

In themes o'er which devotion pores. 

Ah, joyous youth ! the world is thine. 

And all the glory it contains. 
For Nature's generous design 

Has poured Elixir through thy veins, 
And given up life's guiding reins 

To let thee soar unto the sun. 
And sweep o'er earth's expanding plains 

But not like reckless Phaethon ! 

The future destiny of man. 

His joy and woe, and moral state. 
Depend on how his days began 

To shape life's course in early date, 
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Ere fettered by the bonds of Fate, 
He chose the path of good or ill, 

To be thence in^mous or great, 
As moulded by the bent of WilL 

Thus in our hearts we hope, indeed, 

That Heaven will ever bless the young, 
And form in them the future seed 

Of mighty triumphs yet unsung. 
Till some archangel's trumpet-tongue 

Proclaims life's Eden is restored, 
And 'midst fraternal psBans rung, 

Man owns no master, save the Lord ! 

Then let a sympathetic joy 

Illume the thoughtful brow of age, 
To see the youth outgrow the boy, 

And in a higher sphere engage. 
Where active spirits rise to wage 

The stem and fitful war of life. 
And stanip their names upon its page 

As mental giants in its strife ! 




X?rics, 



MAN'S CAREER. 

I H ! bright is the torrent that leaps from the hill, 
C And foams on its headlong career, 
Till down through the valley, majestic and still, 
It sweeps along, deep, strong, and clear. 
So youth, in the glow of its jubilant hours, 

Inflames the nnrest of the soul, 
Till manhood collects the full strength of its powers 
To fortify "Wisdom's control. 



Thus life's flowing stream bears the ages along 

Through r^ons of sunshine and gloom, 
Where slaveiy's wail and sweet liberty's song 

Are bleat with the echoes of doom ; 
While might seeks the ocean of boundless expanse 

To stretch the vast empire of pride ; 
And lestless ambition flames on in advance, 

Till quenched in eternity's tide. 
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LEEZIE a INVERKIP GLEN. 

Oh ! sweet sings the maris in Inverkip Glen, 

'And sweet are the wildflowers that bloom in its shaie. 
But sweeter by far is the lassie I ken, 

For love gies her beauties that never can fade ; 
And there as we stray in the blythe days o' summer, 

Wi' hearts beatin' fast as the fleet rinnin' stream, 
How sweetly the blushes o' love vows become her 

When bliss wraps us baith in a heavenly dream ! 

I've Seen ither lassies that micht be as braw, 

And maybe as loesome for ocht that I ken, 
But nane met my fancy that ever I saw, 

Sae truly as Leezie o' Inverkip Glen. 
She's winsome and lovely alang wi' her sweetness, 

And dark-e'ed and handsome I trow ye as weel. 
Oh ! whaur is the nymph that can rival her neatness 

Or move wi' sic grace in a strathspey or reel ? 

But though she is queenly and peerless in charms, 

It's no the mere flash o' her bright glancing e'en 
That fires me wi' rapture when twined in her arms, 

But love's fascination that lurks in her mien. 
Oh ! bring me an angel o' love doon frae heaven — 

And show me the fairest that seraphs may ken, 
•And I'll tell ye a', gin I may be forgiven, 

There's nane like sweet Leezie o' Inverkip Glen. 



^ALAS! FOR THE DAYS THAT ARE GOm! 

Alas ! for the days that are gone 1 

Alas ! for the glorious hours. 
When visions of liappiness shone, 

And love was embosomed in flowers. 
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Could I follow now where they flew, 
Though barred by the horrors of Fate, 

My spirit on fire would pursue 
Through life's hieroglyphical gate. 

So bright were the hopes of my youth. 

So sweet were its moments of joy, 
"While beauty, and friendship, and truth 

Brought pleasures care could not destroy ; 
£ut ah, a more exquisite bliss 

Affection conveyed to my breast, 
When lips with a heavenly kiss 

Kenewed the sweet pledge of the blest. 

And ever so blest may she be, 

Wherever her bosom may heave ; 
But though it may not be for me, 

I will not, I dare not believe. 
Though parted to meet not again. 

Her memory nevfer will fade ; 
E'en though I may love her in vain, 

I feel it is doubly repaid. 

Alas ! for the days that are gone ! 

Alas ! for the glorious hours. 
When visions of happiness shone. 

And love was embosomed in flowers. 
Could time their lost raptures restore, 

If even for one living day. 
My soul would in ecstasy soar. 

And thus in its joy pass away. 



OH/ TAUNT ME NOT. 

Oh ! taunt me not with being cold, 
Not deem me what I seem to be ; 

Though that were true to others told, 
I never could be so to thee. 
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Think not though joy deserts mine eye/ 
The beam of love is also fled ; 

Thy image ever lingers nigh, 

like Memory dreaming o'er the dead. 

I grieve, alas ! but dare not tell 

What preys upon this shrouded heart, 
Save this — ^tiiat thou art loved too well ! 

Ah ! that reveals the saddest part. 
Who can survey a stormy sky 

When life's best angel trembles near, 
Nor dread the dart that gleams on high 

To pierce a breast for ever dear ? 

Doubt not, nor hold my language strange ; 

I would not mock thy soft distress ; 
My soul can seek no other change 

Than that which seals thy happiness. 
Though Fortune led to Pleasure's halls, 

As now it leaves me to despair, 
I still would shun their gilded walls, 

Unless thy presence blest me there. 



A TOAST. 

Hbbb's a health to thee, Thelena ! 

And may thy spirit shine 
With brighter inspiration 

Than ever flowed from wine ; 
And as I drink to thee, love. 
Pledge in return to me, love, 
And link thy soul to mine — 
And link thy soul to mine. 

Here's to thee again^ Thelena ! 

Though absent from my sight. 
My thoughts still cling around thee 

Like bees in sweet delight — 
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When sipping from some flower, love, 
As I enjoy this hour, love, — 
In pledging thee to-night— 
In pledging thee to-night. 



HAIL I REJOICING HEALTH/ 

Hail ! hail 1 rejoicing health ! in wreathed with rosy smiles, 
Which flush thy hlooming cheeks, and light thy kindling eyes, 

Beaming with lustre that never grows dim, 

While with quickening pulse and bounding limb 

Thou goest to greet the rubicund skies, 

And see thy twin sister, Aurora, arise 

To empurple her Orient paradise — 
As the sun returns to its golden isles. 

In thy exulting train Joy and Pleasure appear, 
With laughter-loving Mirth and sprightly Wit so gay. 
Courting thy smiles in their jubilant strife, 
As they sip the balmy elixir of life, 
And inhale thy breath in the mountain breeze, 
Or follow thee over the deep swelling seas — 
Where the wind drives the bark wherever they please, 
And bosoms beat high in thy buxom cheer. 

Come, Vestal beam of Life ! that warms the bosom's glow. 
Or paints the hue of Youth upon the brow of Age ; 
Lead us to Nature's enchanting retreats 
To bathe in her streams and feast on her sweets, 
Imbibing her springs when our thirst we assuage 
Or in her wild sports with keen ardour engage — 
As we follow the stag in its bounding rage — 
Wooing thy vigour wherever we go. 

Come, come, immortal Nymph ! whilst time unheeded flies, 
Bestow thy gifts on those who more than kings are blest 



236 LOVE'S DEJECTION. 

With wealth all their riches never could buy, 
Which lightens the heart, or gladdens the eye, 
And heightens life's pleasures still unexpressed ; 
Whilst thy influence ever sustains the breast, 
Where serenity seeks its genial rest, 

Oh, charming goddess, so lovely and wisa 

Oh, come, Thelena fair ! and join the rosy train. 
While Sickness, ghastly pale, in renovation flies. 
And the deadly pallor which shrouds thee now 
Will soon pass away from thy saddened brow 
As Health rekindles the beams of thine eyes. 
While lovers salute thee in glad surprise 
To behold a new Hebe in joy arise, 

Who perchance may look back to smile at pain. 



LOVE'S DEFECTION. 

Oh ! bright was the joy of the morning 

When Love shed its beams on my soul. 
And hope in my bosom was burning 

That heaved free of every control. 
My heart in its ecstasy dreaming. 

Was filled with thy image so bright, 
And all was so fair to the seeming 

That life was a boundless delight 

I thought that the sweets of existence 

Overflowed in my chalice of bliss. 
And that heaven, divested of distance, 

Had joined its bright region to this. 
My soul's kindred sigh of affection 

Was met by the ardour of thine, 
And in that enchanting direction 

I found all that makes Love divine. 
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And must I now lose the sweet treasure 

That I have so yitally prized ? 
Oh, heaven ! forbid the harsh measure 

That would see us thus sacrificed : 
It is hard — it is agony truly, 

When doomed from love's triumph to part — 
My words are unfeigned — they are duly 

The life echoes wrung from my heart ! 

I filled a bright cup of sweet nectar 

At mom, in flush of my joy. 
Invoking love's sacred Protector 

To bless it, unmixed with alloy ; 
But ere evening returned to the valleys, 

It was poisoned with deadly dew; 
Must I drink of the fatal chalice. 

And leave my sad spirit with you ? 



MUST WE SEVER t 

Dearbst maiden ! must we sever ? 
Can it — will it be for ever 1 
Oh ! forbid it, gracious heaven ! 
If e'er a fond request be given ; 
Let me plead not now in vain — 
Grant that we may meet again. 

As I hold thy gentle hand, 
And review this cheerless strand^ 
Where we linger but to part — 
In the body — not the heart ; 
I, though scorning fate's alarms, 
Weep to leave thy loving arms. 

With an inward fear opprest ; 

With a pang that gnaws my breast — 
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Heaving up its stifled sighs, 
As I gaze on those dear eyes — 
I fear parting worse than death, 
For thou art my vital breath ! 

Something on this fatal shore 
Tells me we shall meet no more, 
And I feel it like a dart 
Quivering in my sinking heart. 
Oh i my God ! if it be so, 
What unutterable woe ! 

Do not weep, nor droop thy head, 
'Tis a dream what I have said, 
And I scarcely can recall 
What it was I said at all ; 
But my soul is full of thee, 
Else such weakness would not be. 

Let me soothe thy gentle fears, 
Let me wipe away tiiose tears ; 
Let me kiss thee ere I go. 
Fondly, sadly, in my woe. 
And inhale thy parting sigh. 
Star of love and memory ! 



THOU ART GONE! 

Thou art gone ! and the fond link is severed 

That bound thy sweet presence to mine. 
And I marked thy dear lips how they quivered 

When melting my last kiss in thine ; 
But so dim were my eyes through tears flowing 

I scarcely beheld thee depart ; 
Yet I felt in my grief thou wert going. 

By loneliness flooding my heart. 
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Ah ! how sad were the sentences uttered 

When breathing our stifled farewell ! 
And the few broken words that I muttered 

Seemed dead on my lips ere they fell : 
And methought, as I saw thee departing, 

My soul from my being had fled, 
While I shuddered to see the coach starting, 

As if it bore one who was dead. 

Thus I stood like the Laplander gazing 

On beams fading dim on his sight. 
When the sun hastens down brightly blazing, 

To leave him in dreamy twilight ; 
And I turned away musing in sadness, 

Eecalling thy last parting smile. 
But it seemed as if shorn of its gladness, 

And mine was e'en sadder the while. 

Fare-thee-well ! and may happiness hover 

Around thee to brighten thy dreams ; 
And remember the hopes of thy lover 

That bask in thy beauty's sweet beams ; 
Oh ! think of him while you may wander, 

And waft him a sigh when alone, 
And as his fond bosom grows fonder 

Let love so respond in thy own ! 



THOU ART NOW FAR AWAY! 

Thou art now far away from my desolate sight. 

And I am left here in my sorrow ; 
Still recalling the thoughts of our former delight. 

And waiting the wished- for to-morrow ; 
But the wish is in vain, for to-morrow ne'er dawns 

To usher my love in her beauty ; 
Though the sun smiles again on the hills and the lawns, 

I pine in the dearth of my duty. 
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Oh, waft, waft my fond sighs, ye sweet zephyrs, afar ! 

That she may inhale them ere dying. 
And ask her to send her bright smile in a star, 

Or bring back a kiss in your sighing ; 
And ye fleet-footed echoes love's whisper convey — 

That tells how my fond heart is beating ; 
And be sure ye bring back every word sha may say — 

The sweeter as you keep repeating, 

Ah ! vain are the efforts of fancy or song 

To buoy my lone soul in its sadness ; 
I can never suppress the sad thoughts that all throng 

When thinking on moments of gladness ; 
The enchantments of Nature are lost to my sense. 

E'en life is divested of pleasure — 
While pining alone in a lingering suspense 

I sigh for my heart*s absent treasure. 

Then return in love's triumph, return to my arms. 

And bless me again with thy presence ; 
Let my eyes long estranged from thy idolised charms,. 

Gaze again on their heavenly essence. 
Oh, 'tis sweet thus to think I may see thee once more, 

Yet sweeter to meet thee returning. 
When my soul, winged with rapture, will fly to adore^ 

And greet thee with fresh ardour burning. 



THE LADDIE BARDIE. 

Oh ! jolly were we a' that nicht — 

When rhymin' Jock gied us a ca', 
And Will, and Sandie, wi delicht. 
Agreed to frichten care awa'. 
And didna Johnny trip it weel. 
And Donal' mak' the bagpipes squeal — 
When throughther in a hielan' reel 
We skirled oot " Laddie Bardie ! " 
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The Laddie Baidie gied a sang, 

That made the vera rafters ring, 
And blythely drove the time alang, 

That flew like lichtnin' on the wing ; 
While Jeannie Fleming wi a smile, 
Began " Sweet Mary O' Argyle," 
Till some ane roared oot, " That's the style I 

Noo gie us Laddie Bardie ! " 

Then Sandie Nicol thrawed his mou', 
And tried to skirl a stave or twa, 

Syne mummeled oot, '" We're no that fu'," 
But, lord, it widna dae ava'. 

So up gat Will, wi tragic air, 

And ran his fingers through his hair, 

Then thunnered oot, " Avaunt — prepare ! 
To chant up Laddie Bardie ! '' 

But Maggy Johnston, Sandie's lass. 

Cried, " Come, let's hae anither dance," 

And syne before the lookin'-glass, 

She there begoud to smirk and prance, 

While Donal' droned his pipes again, 

That made the jounkers fidgin' fain. 

As roun' they flew wi micht and main. 
And skreiched oot '' Laddie Bardie ! " 

The guidwife brocht the whisky ben, 

And syne the merry glass gaed roun', . 

Until they toomed the tappit hen. 

And then anither sune gaed doon, 

While a' enjoyed the jolly splore, 

Wi rantin' sang and wild uproar, 

4Jid sung oot, wi a lood encore — 

" Oh ! welcome ! Laddie Bardie \ " 

Koo here's a health to ane and a' 

That wishes weel to Johnny's name, 

Q 
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And may be never meet a thraw 

While speelin' up the hill o' Fame ; 
So let us drain the bicker dry. 
And heeze oor poet to the sky. 
While every Scotchman joins the cry — 
" Ho ! bravo, Laddie Bardie ! " 



WILLIE TO EVA. 

Oh, say, my Eva, do you love me ? 

Let me hear you whisper " yes ! " 
Then gaily as the lark above thee 

I will sing with happiness ; 
Lispired by hope that knows no sorrow, 

Love will wreathe my golden hours, 
And crown thee, like the blushing Flora, 

As the queen of all the flowers. 

Oh, say, my Eva, does thy bosom 

Beat as mine now beats for thee ? 
And wilt thoUy like the vernal blossom, 

Keep love's honied sweets for me ? 
If that were plighted, oh, what pleasure 

Would suffuse my longing soul ! 
Celestial joy's ecstatic measure 

Could not realise the whole. 

Oh, say, my Eva, do you ever 

Wish in Hymen's bands to join 
Its sacred fetters ne'er to sever, 

Would for ever link thee mine ; 
Ah, then with transports I would strain thee 

To my fond impassioned breast. 
And e'en the hope I yet may gain thee 

Makes me still supremely blest. 
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HER REPLY. 

Oh, why, my Willie, do you tease me. 

Asking what yon know so well ? 
Unless, in your desire to please me, 

You would guess what love may tell — 
When in my eyes you trace the feeling 

That betrays this heart of mine, 
Where every throb is still revealing 

It is ever, ever thine ! 

Oh, why, my Willie, need I plight thee 

What these lips have vowed before 1 
Yet if the truth may still delight thee, 

None could ever love thee more. 
Then let my bosom's pure devotion 

live on thy responsive love. 
And in the glow of its emotion 

We will bless the powers above. 

Oh, why, my Willie, should I falter 

In a maidenly reply. 
When love, exalted at the altar, 

Sanctifies the mutual tie ? 
Ah, then, when I am thine for ever, 

I will live for thee alone, 
Nor ever deem that Fate can sever 

Hearts united as our own ! 



THE WARNING. 

Why should thy heart to love incline, 

And nurse a secret foe. 
When happiness may still be thine 

In friendship's milder glow ? 
Oh ! maiden fair ! beware ! beware ! 
For love is oft a covert snare. 



244 FINIS. 

Love is the despot of the breast 
That brooks no other sway, 

But friendship is a pleasing guest 
You never wish away : 

Then maiden fair, take care ! take care ! 

What fate you choose, or have to dare. 

If love must be thy bosom's choice, 

As it is ever mine, 
Oh ! may its sweet, unsullied joys 

Be now, and always thine ; 
But, maiden fair, prepare ! prepare 1 
For love's regrets may be thy share. 

But if true friendship's cheering smile. 
May please thy heart's desire ; 

Thy bosom's trust may fear no guile. 
But mutual faith inspire. 

Then, maiden fair, declare ! declare ! 

For heart's ease, or perchance despair. 



FINIS. 



'Tis finished ! and I take a final look 

O'er these familiar pages with a sigh. 
Before I send into the world my Book 

To be dissected by the Critic's eye ; 
But if my Readers will not all deny 

The sympathetic tribute of the heart, 
I then may hope this soul-birth will not die — 

Though thou and I, my Book, for ever part ! 
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